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PREFACE 

> 

TO MONSIEUR ADRIEN HEBRARD, 
SENATOR, EDITOR OF THE “TEMPS” 

EAR SIR, — Permit me to offer you 
this little book; I certainly owe it 
to you since, assuredly, but for you it 
would not be in existence. I had 
hardly any thought of writing critical 
articles for a newspaper at the time 
when you invited me to the “Temps.” 
If our choice astonished me and I am still surprised 
ji,t it. How was it possible for a mind so keen, 
so practical, and so versatile as yours, in constant 
rjpmrpjmibn with everybody and everything, a mind 
.in such full possession of life and always steeped in 
affairs, to have conceived a liking for thoughts so 
grave, sobgr, and detached as mine ? 

But ncftfcing is alien from you, not even medita- 
tion. Those who know you best declare that there 
is in you something of the dreamer. They are not 
mistaken. Only you dream very rapidly. You pos- 
sess in everything the genius of promptness in its 
highest degree. The facility with which you think is 
prodigious. You understand everything in a flash. 
Your conversation, as rapid and brilliant as the light, 
always dazzles me. Yet it is always judicious. To 
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be at once judicious and brilliant has been griuited to 
yon alone. What a writer you # would make*if you 
had not so many ideas ! A Russian seer, long resident ' 
in India, speaks in her writings of a procedure which 
the Hindoo sages employ for communi<j^ting their' 
thought to the profane. As it /firms in their 6wn 
minds they precipitate it into the brain of some holy 
man who writes it down at his leisure. That is a pro- 
cedure which would suit you well ! What t a pity 
it is that our barbarous West is still ignorant of the 
“ precipitation ” of thought ! But I know you, and, 
if a saint were to set to work to write down your 
precipitated ideas, you would immediately beg him to 
do nothing of the kind. You like to remain unpub- 
lished. Though you are a public man you have a 
horror of prominence. This is one of your ways^of 
being original, and not the least attractive of them. 

I believe you have a talisman. You do whatever 
you like. You have made me into a regular and 
periodica^ writer. You have overcome my laziness. 
You have utilised my day-dreams and coined my wits 
into money. That is why I look on you ag an 
incomparable political economist. For 1 assujfe* you 
that to render me productive was a marvellous feat. 
My excellent friend Calmann-Levy himself had not 
been able to make me write a single book ,/or the last 
six years. 

You have an excellent disposition and you are very 
easy to get on with. You never reproach me. I 
do not plume myself on this. You understood 
at once that I was not good for much, and that 
it was. best not to torment me. I can say, without 
flattering myself, that this is the principal cause 
of the liberty which you permit me in your news- 
paper. You knew that I was incorrigible and you 
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despaired of improving me. Did you not once say 
to orre of our conynon friends : 

“He is a pawky Benedictine.” 

We know ourselves very imperfectly, but I think 
your definition is a good one. I 9eem to myself to 
bo a philosophic monk. 1 belong at heart to the 
.Abbey of Thelema, where the rule is pleasant and 
obedience is easy. Perhaps they have hot a great 
deal pf faith there, but assuredly they have plenty 
piety. j . 

Indulgence, tolerance, respect fqf oneself and foSjS 
others, these *are the saints who are always held mr 
reverence in that Abbey. If, within it, there is a 
tendency to doubt, it must be remembered that along 
with Pyrrhonism there always goes a profound 
attachment to custom and usage. Now, morality is 
but the custom of the greatest number. There is no 
one like a sceptic for always being moral and a good 
citizen. A sceptic never revolts against the laws, for 
he has.no hope that better ones can be made. He 
knows that the State must be forgiven for a great 
* deal. Would you like a word of advice? Never 
, entrust l he political article in the “ Temps ” to one 
of our .Thekmites. He would fill it with a gentle 
melancholyi'which would discourage your worthy 
leaders. Jviinistries are not kept in power by 
philosophers. As for myself I am becomingly 
modest, and I restrict myself to criticism. 

As Ifunderstand it, and as you allow me to practise 
it, criticism is, like philosophy and history, a sort of 
romance designed for those who have sagacious and 
curious minds, and every romance is, rightly taken, 
an autobiography. The good critfc is he who relates 
the adventures* of his own soul among masterpieces. 

Objective criticism has no more existence than has 
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objective art, and all those who deceive theime^ves 
into the belief that they put anything but their Own 
personalities into their work are iupes of the most 
fallacious of illusions. The truth is that we can never 
get outside ourselves. That is one of our gr<^test mis- 
fortunes. What would we not give to be able To* a 
moment to see heaven and earth through the many-, 
faceted eye of a fly, or to comprehend nature with 
the rude and simple brain of an orang-outang? 
But to do so is absolutely forbidden us. We can- 
not, like Tiresias, be a man and have recollections of 
having been a woman. We are shut up in our own per- 
sonality as if in a perpetual prison. The best thing for 
us, it seems to me,is to admit this frightful condition 
with a good gr .ce, and to confess that we speiK of 
ourselves every time we have not strength enough to 
remain silent. • • . 

To be quite frank, the critic ought to say : 

“ Gentlemen, 1 am going to speak about myself , 
apropos of Shakspeare, apropos of Racine, or of§$ 
Pascal, or of Goethe. The occasion at least Iff 
excellent enough.” ‘ 

I had the honour of knowing M. Cuvillier-F^sury, 
who was a veteran critic and one with firm|convic- 
tions. One day, when I went to see hinj at fcis little 
house in the Avenue Raphael, he showgd me the 
modest library of Much he was proud. 

“Sir,” said he, “ eloquence, literature, philosophy^ 
history, all branches are represented here, not to 
mention criticism, which includes all the others. Yes, 
sir, the critic is in turn an orator, a philosopher, and 
an historian.” 


M. Cuvillier-Fleury was right. The critic is all 
this, or at least he may be. He has lie opportunity 
for displaying the rarest, the most manifold, and the 




most varied of intellectual faculties. And when he 
is a %atnte-Beuve, a Taine, a J. J. ^Weiss, * Jules 
JLemaitre, a Ferdinand Brunetiere, he does not fail to 
•ido§o. Without going outside himself, he constructs 
the^lntellectual history of man. Criticism is the last 
inflate of all literary forms ; it will perhaps end by 
absorbing them all. It is admirably adapted to a very 
"civilised society whose memories are rich and Whose 
traditions are already long. 1 It is particularly suited to 
a curious, learned, and polished race of men. . In order 
to prosper, it demands more culture than all Other 
literary forms. It had for its creators Montaigne, 
Saint-Evremond, Bayle, and Montesquieu. It pro- 
ceeds at once from philosophy and from history. It 
i?e«R|j,. in order to develop, an epoch of absolute 
intiitectual liberty. It replaces theology, and if we 
ldbk for the universal doctor, the St. Thomas Aquinas 
of the nineteenth century, is it not of Sainte-Beuve 
that we must think ? , 

He was a saint of criticism, and I venerate his 
memory. But, to speak frankly to you, dear Mon- 
'Sieur Hebrard, I believe it is wiser to plant cabbages 
thah ^o write books. p 

Tfodgi are bookish souls for whom the universe 
is b&f$paper and ink. The man whose body is 
animated by such a soul spends his life before his 
desk; v|iri£>ut any care for the realities whose graphic 
representation he studies so obstinately. Of the 
beauty of women he knows only what has been 
written about it. He knows of the labours, suffer- 
ings, and hopes of men only what can be sewn 
on to tapes and bound in moroccp. He is mon- 
strous and ignorant. He has never looked out of 
the window. Such was the worthy Peignot, who 
collefcted other people’s opinions to make books out 
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-of them. Nothing had ever disturbed 
conceived of passions as subjects for 
and knew that nations perish in ascertain 
octavo pages. Up to the day of his death 
with an equal ardour and without ever undated* 
ing anything. That is why work was not "bitter to 
him. He is to be envied, if peace of heart can be 
womanly at such a cost. * 

Blessed be books if life can flow among them in a 
long and pleasant childhood ! Gustave Dore; who 
sometimes imprinted a certain feeling of profound 
fantasy and strange poetry upon hi t s most comic 
drawings, once gave us, almost without knowing it, 
the ironical and touching emblem of those existences 
whom the rehgion of books consoles for every paihfid 
reality. In the monk Nestor, who wrote a chronicle 
during barbarous and troubled times, he has symbqji-r 
ised thewhole race of bibliomaniacs and bibliographisjfS^ 
His drawing is not larger than a hand’s-breadth, tnif 
he who has once seen it can never forget it. Youwill 
find it in a series of caricatures which he published t 
at the time of the Crimean War under the title* 
of “ La Sainte R.ussie,” and which, I dare maintain, 
is not the happiest inspiration of his talent aifd his 
patriotism. ‘ ' 

You ought to see that Nestor. He Ts in his cell 
with his books *and papers. Seated like ^ man who 
is fond of sitting, his head buried in his cowl, he is 
writing. All the country round is given up to fire 
and massacre. Arrows darken the air. Nestor’s 
' monastery itself is so furiously assailed that great sec- 
tions of the wall are falling down on all sides. , The 
good monk keeps on writing. His cell, spared as 
by a miracle, remains hung on to a gable Hke $ cage 
to a window. Archers crowd on what is left qf the 



l&e flies along the walls, and M J jfllj|4$ 
to the ground which bristles with lances] 
*4?rtd > swords. The fight is going on even in his' 
tM&imaey-corner ; he keeps on writing. A terrible 
coftimorion knocks over his inkstand ; he still writes. 
That is what it. is to live among books! There js 
the jfower of pieces of paper for you ! 

Even to-day, the libraries still shelter some » sages 
like Nestor. They come to them to accomplish the 
labour of patience which fills their lives and over- 
whelms their souls. They never fail to take their seats 
even in the days of ti oubles and revolutions. 4 

They are happy. Let us say no more about them. 
But I know many other people of a very different 
'temperament. These search in books for all sorts of 
fine secrets about men and things. They seek con- 
tinually, and their minds give them no rest. If books 
bring peace to the peacetul-minded, they trouble 
these restless fouls. I myself know many restless 
souls. They are wrong to plunge into too much 
reading. Look, for instance, at what happened to 
JDon Quixote because he devoured the four volumes 
of |“ Amadis de Gaule ” and a dozen other excellent 
romances. After he had read enchanting stories he 
believed in enchantments. He believed that life was 
.as beautiful as the stories, and he did a thousand mad 
things 1§fuch he would never have done had he not 
been tfPttfen by the itch of reading. 

A book, according to Littre’s dictionary, is a col- 
lection of several sections of manuscript pr of printed 
pages. That definition does not satisfy me. I would 
define a book as a work of witchcraft from which there 
escape all sorts of images which disturb people’s minds 
and change their hearts. I will put it better still — a 
book is a small magical apparatus which transports 
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us into the midst of images of the past or among' 
supernatural shades. Those who read mucf are 
m hasheesh-eaters. They live in a dream. The 
subtle poison which penetrates their brains renders 
them insensible to, the real world and throws them as t ’ 
: ; ^prey to terrible or to delightful phat^oms. BOoks^re; 
the opium of the West. They devour us. A day 
will come when we shall all be librarians, and that*?’ 
will end it all. 

Let us love books in the way that the lover de- 
scribed by the poet loved her pain. Let us love, 
them, for they cost us dear enough. Let us love; 
them, for we are dying because of them. Yes, books are 
killing us. Believe me when I tell you this, for I adore 
them, I long since gave myself unreservedly to them? 
Books are killing us. We have too many of them' 
and too many kinds. Men lived for long ageswiti»> 
put reading anything, and that was the very time 
When they did the greatest and most usefuj,’*thihgs£- 
for it is the time when they passed from barbarism! 
to civilisation. Though without books then, thd^ 
were not devoid of poetry and of morals ; they knew., 
songs and catechisms by heart. Old women told them 
in their childhood “The Goose Girl” and “f*uss 
in Boots,” stories of which editions were afterwards 
made for the bibliophiles. The first books were 
large stones, dovered with inscriptions couched k2 
an administrative and religious style. ° ■ 

All that is long ago. What frightful progress we 
have made since 1 Books multiplied in a marvellous 
fashion during the sixteenth and the eighteenth cen- 
turies. To-day, their production is multiplied a 
hundredfold. We publish now, in Paris alone, fifty 
volumes a day, not to mention the newspapers. This 
is a monstrous orgy. It will end by driving us mad., . 
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ManVdestinyls to fall into contrary excesses in srad^ 
cat^o& Ei'' toe Middle Ages, ignorance gaye .jbirtki 
to fear; * There the/i prevailed mental maladies which 
.we no longer know. Now, we are rjiishing^throUgh* 
study, into general paralysis. Woulditnbtfbe wiser 
and moreweclectic to observe some moderation ? 

< be biblibphiles and let lis read our books. 

Rut let us not take them in armfuls. Let us be 
delicate, let us choose, and, like that lord in one of 
Shakespeare’s comedies, let us say to our bookseller 
“I would have them to be well bound, and I would 
haye them speak of love.” 

I do not flatter myself that this book has anything 
of love in it, or that it deserves a beautiful binding. . 
Rut, as you, my dear sir, know, those who read it 
will fmd in it perfect sincerity (falsehood requires a 
tajpnt/that I do not possess), a great deal of indul- - 
gence, and some natural fondness for the beautiful - 
ffit^d ithe good. This is why, dear sir, I am bold 
enough to offer it you as a feeble testimony ofymy^ 
gratitude, esteem, and fellow-feeling. 


A. F. 



On Life and Letters is a translation of 
M, France's La Vie Litteraire, a series of 
Articles contributed to Le Temps. The 
translation , like the original , extends to four 
volumes , but each volume is complete in itself. 
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LET AT THE COMEDI 
# FRANCAISE 


OOD-NIGHT, sweet 
flights of angels sing 
best ! ” That is what, 

* a*- ri&dnight, we said wit.. 

%yodog Hamlet, as we 
' MS Th64tre-Fran?ais, Xjpd, 

ight to wish a go£ f , 

us to pass s so delightful 
Hamlet is a sweet prinfiej ‘ 
unhappy ; he kndtfs’f 
4 He is to Ife 4, 

.. rorss and better>%Mir 
, % "Js man, he id thft%] 

^ere. I swear to you, 

e who had that fe«hu 
! ” we cannot 'leafe' 
full of you, and for ( , 
■had no other thoughts thah * 

^ s ^ 
|Oto{ a sad joy, my Prince, 

h joyous joy. I will whispet 

seemed to me just a little 

t 




8**hole.“ <*1r}&t£s why the ladies co 
<|»y ate iced fruits in their boxes. 

^ould not interest them. They i 
adventures ; they are only human 
Cforce people to think, and that is at’ 
ritfiiot pardon you here. However, { 
etwfand there throughout the house <hw 
<rjh#M* you deer# moved. In speaking tfe , 
toUTjself you spoke to them of themselves. ; 
ybjy they prefer you to all the other beiij 
ihe jf£>u,#have been created by genius. 
bailee graced me in the house beside Mym 
Dorchain. He understands you, toy Princef 5 
le.iindefstands Racine, because he is a po* “ 
ieve that I also understand you a $tt$ 
tow? jyst come from the sea, n , , ‘Qh yf . r . 


p<^0s, No, I onlymean that I unde^$|ilkgjS 
pause, after, two mdnths of rest and 
horizons, I have become very simple-J^®^^ 
sible to what is truly beautiful, great$f 
sjfu our Paris, in winter, we readily ; a£ai 
^pretty things, for fashionable afifectoti 


|cate refinements of the cotefieaulf 
is elevated and purified in the fe. 


Jwalks and amid the broad hjPfift* 
When we come back from theta' 
for intercourse with the wild genf 


:*t: *>. r\ i ? «• r fTT» •«»« <**;*■ ' » - t ■■ » * rtv* 

. V', fc r ■■■ i t { 







®N LtFE AND iJSTTERS 

If th&o ffidst ever hold me in thy heart, 

Absent thee from felicity awhile. 

And in this harsh world draw thy breath in pairf, 
To tell my story.” 


'These were your last words. He to whom 
•were addressed had not, like you, g. family poisoijed 
by crimes ; he was not, like you, an assassin* 'His 
was an unfettered, wise, and faithful nature. Hft 
was a happy man, if such there be. But you, Prince 
Hamlet, knew that there never was one. * You 
knew that all is evil in the universe. We must out 
with it, you were a pessimist. Doubtless, your 
destiny drove you to despair; it was tragic,^* 1$ut 
your nature wa«y:onsonant with your destiny. That 
is what renders you so admirable ; you were formed, 
to taste misfortune, and you had full opportunity fof 
exercising your taste. You were well served, Prinae. 
And how you relish the evd in which you are 
steeped ! What subtlety of taste ? Oh ! you are,# 
connoisseur, a gourmet in sufferings. 

Of such a nature did the great Shakespeare f®' 
you birth. And it seems to me that he was h<j®fp 
an optimist himself at the time he createdjEfl&T 
From 1601 to 1608, he, with his enchant^^^Pos, 
gave life to what is, I think, a pretty lardff^xrcfwd of 
afflicted or violent shades. It was then thsff he Showed 
Desdemona perishing through Iago, and ftig^bl^gjivof 
a fatherly old king staining the little hands of Lady 
Macbeth, and poor Cordelia, and you, his favourite, 
and Timon of Athens. 

Yes, even Timon ! There is decided reason for 
believing that Shakespeare was a pessimist lijkk ydu. 
What will his colleague, M. Moreau, tni^authOf of 
the second “Falcon,” say about it, he 
told, maltreats the poor pessimists so vio^tndy^yery 



HAMLET AT COMEpIE-ERAN^^l s 

VattSeviDe. OH !^e gives thepfcjg 
of aft hour, every- day! Ea?surie-'you. v " i ii 
^There* are, indeed, hap^ people eyer^ 
t^e^yf^o. jest at them without pity. ^In feheir v plao^ 
[iily^iild -.not know where to hide "myself!, ‘"But:; 
’JHai^et Aught to give them courage. They have'; 
Job'anti Shakespeare on their side. That redresses 
•iSlef vijalahce a iittle. So that M. Paul Bourgeois 
saved', this time. And it is you who have done 
itj’PrmceiHamlet. 

|T have^under my eyes, as I write, an old German 
en^taving! which represents you, but in which I can, 
hardly recognise you. It represents you as you. 
ap.p.C&r,ed in the Berlin theatre about 1780. You, 
did jabt then wear that solemn mourning of which 
iVOur inother speaks, that doublet, those hose, that ’ 
lh*fttle, that cap with which Delacroix so nobly 
pb'^lod you when he fixed your type in his awkward 
JBuyUiblimc drawings, and which M. Mounet-SulJy 
;VKe^ra t ; with so virile a grace and so many poetic 
Attitudes. 

No*! you appeared before the good people of 
Be^flR ..in the eighteenth century in a costume 
which^wpuld seem very strange to us to-day. You. 
wei^i’claa— piy engraving proves it — in the latest 
jTr^ijch' fashion. Your hair was elaborately dressed. 

you wore an embroidered collar, 
;^tiK^nee*br < eeches, silk stockings, buckled shoes, 
»wt,!a^|itt’le "mantle in the Court style, in short 
.mourning costume of the courtiers of 
^^fsaill^gj,,Was‘ forgetting your Henri IV. hat, the 
nobility in the time of the States- 
'G^ ^L kis^Tniis equipped, with your sword at your 
pd^^pu^ii^'at Ophelia’s feet, Ophelia who, upon 
^Vi TC^Ed-S' is^exceedinglv pretty in her hooped gown 



|^^blf^ : fe'eaid-dress &[ Id 'Marie- 
8i|t|wriinte4. by a great plume of ostrich 
t‘h‘evbtibW;^eTsonages are dressed in a corfes^^ ^lp 
ityi§,. ; TStiey ,are present, with you, at .the./ibij^py^ 
jGonzaga ^nd Baptista. Your. beautifu^|j^Mi^|^^i 
'armchair is empty and we can see all the flowehajilitsf 
upholstery. Already you creep on the grotlh^-yb^: 
spy on the king’s face for the mute confession of 
ijtrime which you are charged to avenge. Thfe/lttng: 
also wears, just as Louis XVI. did, a splendid: 
Henri IV. hat. Perhaps you think that I am goings 
to smile and to scoff, and to boast about the pfdgres^ 
of bur decorations and our costumes. YouJ^gt^ 
taken. Most Certainly, if you are no longer, 
in, the fashion of my old print, and no longer 
like the Comte de Provence wearing mourning''S>f 
the Dauphin, and if your Ophelia is no lftjjjpaS 
dressed like Mesdames, I do not regret 
least. Far from that, I like yo'\ much better. a^^iitj 
•are now. But dress is nothing to you, you can Wear; 
any costume you please ; they will all suit you if 
the;y are beautiful. You are of all times and of all- 
countries. Your soul is of the same age as adfISur 
souls. We live together, Prince Hamlet, and yop 
are what we are, a man in the midst of universal^ 
woe. Your words and your actions have-' be*h.. 
cavilled at. You have been shown to be ya^^goiiStent 
with yourself. How are we to understand this fe- 
comprehensible personage ? So they, ^haye- ^iiicisd.5 
He thinks in turns like a menk of the; hii,iddf^$i^es' 
and like a scholar of the Renaissance is 
philosophic and yet it is full of 
a horror of lies and his life is only one 
is irresolute, that is clear, and yet certaili 
pronounced him to be full of decision, ; h'hd^^^^l?b|! 



.... JMWTO 

wefe a ? Warefaoufe of^oiie 



' v; *' 4 * •;. 


V^‘ ,; Xou are prompt <mu w 

0 S;f kind. and cruet; you bcUeve and;W 
pu are wise and, above all, you are mad. Jft 
you live Which of us does not reserve 
yoif ii something ? Which of us thinks without 
contradictions and acts W’th jut incoherence ? W Inch 
of-us is not mad ? W hich of us may not say to you 
mixture of pity, sympathy, admiration, and 
i: a Good-night, sweet prince 1 9 



SERENUS 



"|HE time is near at hand when Eon* 
tius Pilate will be held in high esteem 
for having spoken a sentence that has 
weighed heavily on his jjfcfemory 
during eighteen hundred years, ^$0.9, 
having said to him : “ For this ciuse 
came I into the world that I should 
bear witness unto the truth. Every one that i$ Ofjfoe 
truth heareth my voice,” Pilate answered s 
“ What is truth ? ” 

To-day the most intelligent among us say nothing 
else but “What is truth ?” M. Jules Lemaitre has just, 
published a little philosophical tale, “ Serenus Wljf 
though but a trifle for his alert and charming 
may one day stand out in the history of thought 
nineteenth century, just as to-day “ Candic 
“ Zadig ” stands put in that of the eighteen* 
Following M. Ernest Renan and epmeS 
M, Jules Lemaitre repeats, under the most! 

forms, the profound saying of the old Roil 

tionary : “ What is truth ? ” He admireS th©^ 
believe, but he does not believe hims^HW Cap 
say that in his case criticism has decidedly 
from the theological age. He holds that 1 $, 
great many truths about everything withtftft 
one of these truths being the trutn. He' 

“ Sirinut ” Par Jule» Lemat^ 

8 1 
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tfmty'and the ‘unreit, as ! tfStt a', the 
rnal Ulusion which eftvelop^s. An 
‘‘has said : “We are to^rlw?tit , kt 
from this idea M. Jules Ldtnfcltre 
l, thousands and thousands of other ideas 
p speak, a philosophy scattered amid detached 

'’It is <the philosophy of an honourable man. Yotl 
junderstand the phrase. When I say an honourable 
jftaaT mean a gentle and resolute spirit, an intelli- 
gence which kqows no feai, a cheerful and an in- 
ilgeht soul. M. Jules Lcmaitre is all this. If I 
|i||W,he has a genial : rony and a delicate though 
>m^bat acute sensuali&m, I shall have drawn 
ine of his portrait. Despite his exquisite 
? culture he does not hold too much to the 
. discovered t*iis one day when I took him to 
tSaterie des Beaux- Arts to look at the Htrmts 
fJBraliteles and the pediments of the p arthenon. 
L ' J ' le’pf us, mortals, stood before the true gods and 
and I was tht only one who was 
y r respectful. It happened on that day, as it 
ly happens, that wit and respect were in opposite 
* ^I^do not know whether M. Jules Lemaitre 
ijyatjadlnirafion for his own time, but he loves 
ft is, pleases* him greatly. He is happy 
spite “the boredom which is common to 
ell-bofn creature.” That saying i c not 
.^belongs to Margaret of Angoul£me, the 
of.#r an cts I. 

as k> if he likes Paris so much, does 
takp us to Rome ? • I answer that 
k ' “>»ei* ‘Rome at a time when it held many 
&e|ings which we have in Paris to-day. 


haft 

it.. « 




mutiM ; she had the imperious genfip^m,p#, 
faints. She led him into the little church 


Experienced strange and contradictory feeh^gsjw^pp* 
thing like what an honest man introduced 
assembly of spirits would feel, if the spirits Wete 
martyrs, or into a meeting of Nihilists, if the Nihilists 
Were expecting death and had no intention of giving' 
it to otheis. He was seized with a species of admira- 
tion and at the same time he experienced an invincible 
repugnance Here is how he describes this douW® 
feeling. First of all he analyses his reasons ,fo t 
admiring and ) King these worthy people. 

“ All the virtues,” he says, “ that the philosopher^ 
had already known and preached appeared to me, 
among the disciples of Christ, to be transformed* by 
a new feeling — the love of a God-man, of a crucified 
God, a love, sensible, ardent, full of tears, of cOh- . 
fidence, of tenderness, and of hope. Evidftntly 
neither the persomfication of the forces of naturamfil* 
the abstract God of the Stoics has ever lnspjL 
anything similar, and this love of God, the^JMbge 
and beginning of the other Christian virtuwRfgp-t 
mumcated to them a sweetness, an uncdpfifafld, 
as it were, a perfume, which I ‘had ne^r before 
breathed ” 

That is what attracts him. Here nowfis what Would 
have driven him away if he had not hfin retailed 1 by 
the chaste allurement of Serena. 


“ The idea which my new brethfih, entertai|i&l id 
regard to this world and this life offended 
tion of nature m me. ... In spip of dQUP^MibpI 
pessimism . . I was displeased^ that PQ ^fbuld 
have so thorough a contempt for what i s^jofer ill 


1 # ft* r..y p bw* >-• S nfi -/ *v# 


elegance. . jA. li,tt 1^ ., a§^|cfBty -.roj^ 

imbhwealth awoke iii 'me^ahtt J was, 
ffthe harm which, if it continued to ’^prbad, 
;6tii^|)tion pf life, such a detachmertt from civil 
Htttif^lsi from profane occupations, might do to the 
. I war offended that these saints should 


06 SO Sure of so m Ary things, and of such wondrous 
dSifeSf while 1 myself had .ought so much but with- 


pint. finding, had had so much doubt in my life, and 
^^jif^ast ‘takqp a pride in my unbelief.” 

the Christians had the good fortune to be 
|>eij*i®ted. Serenus, who was a man of taste, 
^f gh aifted among them. His stoical death had the 
^pe^rance of a martyrdom. His body was buried 
fem^ lhose of the saints in the tomb of the Flavian 
Transported to Beaugercy-sur-Loire, in the 
|||u^ of' grace 860, it showed no hesitation in per- 
ffprpilng miracles. In particular, it restored sight to 
•a BTihd jnan and life to a priest’s mule. 

^Jrhat^s the story of Serenus. And observe that 
tlfe^g&ssibility of believing, which was the mis- 
fdrttine -pf that worthy man, does not rage in the 
j-eiigipfl^^part of his soul alone. It devours the 
feijjjlijlfef toap.; ’In politics, as in love, he is without 
reason for coming to any con- 
found in a certain feeling of moral 
^sgA'^^^wmbh in his case survives every conviction 
mg^my^Mcaophv. The pity of it is that a man 
c £jf»| ^^Met^lf^ieh he is in this state. And that is a 
^>j^^!{^^asiness. The worthy Franklin was far 
-much intellect and taste as Serenus, 


common sense, and he knew how to 
yax!?« ftlfriMf. useful' to his fellow citizens. He was 



industrious, he performed hisoWn task, ahdtjhjii^l^ed, 
everybody else to perform theirs. 

wffln ybu find it difficult to <come t6 f jT dlSSie^y 
said he, take a sheet of white paper and* ‘dimwit! 
into two columns. Write in one of thes^ ^^Srans] 
all the reasons you have for acting and in the Ojj’her* 
all the reasons you have for abstaining.* As in, 
algebra we cancel similar quantities, strike out "the 
reasons that balance one another and decide according, 
to the reasons that remain. 


This method is not suited to Serenus, andhe,peveir 
employs it. Serenus would exhausted the papyrus,] 
and all the waxen tablets in the world, he would use*, 
up all the reeds A the Nile and his steel stylus Wdll,| 
befoi e he would have exhausted the reasons thht liis 11 
subtle intellect would suggest to him, and, finajly* hei 
would not decide that any one of them was bettea orj 
worse than the others. 


Is it necessary then to act ? Beyond questibjh 
is Recollect the first word uttered, in the second, 
part of “ Faust,” by the little man whom the fafflujiljgf 
Wagner has just made by means of his retorts: 
must act since I exist.” Men can live without thlffiul 
ing. Indeed, it is generally thus that men do J|vg^Bj| 
no great harm to the community result^.^JSpP®^ 
other hand, the State has need of the divthseami h«ri , 


monious action of all its citizens, ft fe ft V- a cts and 
not by ideas that peoples live. 



tribe .RECEPTION OF M. LEON SAY 
AT THE FRENCH ACADEMY 



E listened on Thursday at the Institute 
to the ant eulogising the grasshopper. 
• The piaise was piquant, unexpected, 
felicitous It must be said also that 
the ant is not all that the fabulist 
believed. She is economical of the 
v public fortune ; that is to say, she is 

^hsffyQne calls a political economist She is prudent, 
fhels industrious, she is not ungrateful, and she knows 
■that we must not offend the grasshopper, the darling 
Of the Muses. That amount j to saying that M. 
Leon Say spoke agreeably of the j od Jules Sandcau, 
whose fnemory is so endearing. 1 he new Academi- 
cian ?Jso said some quite inferestmg things about 
Edmcj|id About. He expressed himself like a man 
of taste, vnth.'l natural elegance and the vivacity of 
a ke^lfinteli^t that has been sharpened by the prac- 
tice and he did not give himself more of a 

life ary than became him. He did not fall into 


the er 

lent 'I 


Philip. King of Macedonia, who wanted 
bpidre about songs than the song-writers 
S&J’ % He wished to remain the man who 
ll 'fe<*ls. He did well, for his taste is excel- 
his Reeling exact. However, I shall con- 
tit, Qt* two pf ints, since, if we must always 
;fiOJth,it is conquer ors above all who should 
13 c 
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be' -raadjls'lo listen to 1C ! My brincipal“ 
ma£ he passed a little’ lightly over Saiufe^ 
jHe did not even mention “ La Maison de 
"I shall return immediately to this subject, 
reproach is directed against a portrait which 
incidentally, and in a few rapid lines, the inaccdiac^ 
of which I regard as unprecedented. He showed us 
“a charming master, full of tact and moderation,* a 
refined poet, who says things without laying stress 
upon them, thus leaving to the audience the pleasure 
or believing that, as it listens to him, it collaborates 
with the man of genius who wrote »the play.” In* 
this charming master, in this refined poet, in" this* 
man of taler c, he wants us to recognise M. Emile 
Augier. For my own part I have some difficulty^ 
doing so, and I declare that the portrait is nota^lijcfcj 
ness. It is not that the author of the “ d»| 

Giboyer ” is without refinement and moderation, blit ’ 
his essential qualities are not these. He does ifQvf, 
say things without laying stress upon them;, on fhd 1 
contrary, he lays stress upon them with a felicV 
tous firmness. He is robust, he is firm, he strike 
hard and straight. He has more energy* 1 than 
grace, and more exactness than flexibility. His 
creations leave nothing to be divined, Th£ master 
throws them into the fullest light. They hsfve, 
nothing incomplete, nothing mysterious, «*We have, 
only to name Vigour and Probity in ordSr to make 
M. b mile Augier appear between his twO ' Muses. 
God forbid, Monsieui I con Say,thafcybu sf$jrt ** * 
these things as wJl as 1 do. A^RoWVifi*', 
of Neto, a certain military tribune, 
worthy tax-collector, shoved in ‘his mil|tai 
tration as much talent as he had previcm^P'^j 
in the civil administration. He waS 





pufhfe slept” at the theatre. "* He^,'M 
ftp -the thief magistracy of the State. I sus^ 
|£jL£on Say df having in like manner doted al 
itrl-Frangais whilst “ Gabrielle ” or “ Lm 
tampault ” was acted. There is no great* 
iW in that, and M. Emile Augier would, I am 
sure,' be the first to forgave him for it. Statesmen 
'Have pot always leisut e to frequent the Muses ; it 
is only necessary for them not to fall out with them, 
‘for that would be to fall oui with grace and seductive- 
ness, and, what, I ask you, is a Prime Minister with- 
"out seductiveness and without grace ? Many things 
^unnecessary to be able to govern, many good things 
ijjmiPsome bad ones. But make no mistake about it; 
taste is one of them. Without good taste a 
fj ( pflfends even those who are themselves without 
||j* v My colleague and friend, M. Adolphe Raoot, 
fishes the hero of his latest novel with the idea 
iat£ in dealing with men, good taste is as valuable 
i4s^t0tq intellect and integrity. I will not go so far 
j f ias that. But it is true that good taste implies j ust- 
vftt&s pf understanding, delicacy of feeling, and 
seVetltl other valiant qualities of which it is itself the 
■floW. ^ 

MVeon £ay has good taste It is visible in the 
$ifrg>lici!y, in the fluent clearness of his 

Optical discourses, particularly those that 
^fiance, are of a finished art. All seems easy 
”1 is a rare pleasure to hear M. Leon Say 
ech in the Senate. His voice is clear. 
:ems a little piercing, just enough to 
teful to the orator for softening it later 
die second sentence onwards it retains 
' "^-"pness to make it enter our ears with 
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^comfort. It bites but does hoi woiiftd )tbefh T Tbc 
$icfyon, although easy, is not fluent to excess,; jfl&j 
Leon Say has not that lathery speech which glides, 
%>nt does not penetrate. The tribune, indeed, 
place for painful orators. They make theb hearer^ 
share the fatigue which they themstlves experience;* 
by an involuntary sympathy one is pained by theit f 
pain. But an orator whose speech is too fluid and 
is poured out in an equal flow, inspires an assembly " 
with no more than a superficial interest. The 
speaker must appear to seek and to choose his id£as 
and his words. The search ought to> be rapid and 
the choice sure yet both should be felt by the in- 
flexions of the voice and by certain hesitations in the 
delivery. Lastly, the labour of thought should be f 
perceptible through the gestures of the orator. M. 
Leon Say's speeches are what one may call living.* 
He animates abstractions ; in order to attract and to 
retain the attention he uses several of the^ resoim;^ 
which M. Thiers employed. He explains,. he 'epijB 
pares, he quotes examples, he tells anecdotes, heJK 
familiar, he penetrates to the very heart ofJluKp 
He has subtleties which form a piquant conflSS^Wtn 
the rotundity of his build. If he cannot be impas- 
sioned, he says nothing that requires heat. As he 
is always master of his subject he confines it withfil* 
the limits of his talent and so arranges £hat he never 
has any need of the qualities he lacks. 

He makes statistics interesting, and that is a^great 
merit. 1 shall refrain from raying, what iif often 
said, that it is a surprising feat. That Would W false 
praise. Hnancial questions are in themselves ^"in- 
teresting as all other great questions ; althdugjt* they* 
are more abstract than others they are not mbr^lafidJ* 
The mind derives a profound satisfaction 




'f3r^3S3, 

.;* They please the reason ay their exactness,! 
^^.ihe ; Jfariajginati&i by their extent. Finally, they; 

affair ; by their principle and by their; 
.ehdtin'af^ belong to man. They are thus interesting 
ir#themstjlves, and lend themselves natunllv to good 
speaking.; There is a good financial style as v/ell as a 
good literary style. 

But I return to my grievance. I .mi the more obsti- 
nate about it since it L a poor grievance. L should have 
liked M. Leon Sa\ 10 have said of Jules Sandeau, in 
hi^^greeable style — why should I not admit it? — all 
that^I would like to say myself. At bottom \ v c never 
repfoach people except for not feeling and not think- 
jhjgjas .we do ourselves. 

i'V-.Fpr me, Sandeau is more than a delicate writer 
Ph|i a poetical romancer, he is one of my childhood’s 
i,mfehiories. Many a time as 1 went to school or 
Returned from it have 1 met the worthy man, smiling 
a , Welcome upon everybody, along the quays where 
he was at home — for the quays are the happy hunting- 
-ground of every man of thought and taste. The 
Shccdient old man ! One can sav of him that he was well 


Baekpd up, for he had one of those broad backs which 
have visibly borne the burden of life with unaffected 
courage, and which the griefs of the soul have only 
sJoW^ ben? He was not gay or even smart in his 
I have known him wear for a long time a big 
bveftoat that had become green and yellow and had got 
: .bitcp^' up behind and drooped to a point in front. 
Together with this overcoat he wore his hat on the 
isi^ie^pf^his head, and trousers like a hussar’s, so that 
s^^gejf and good-nature were joined in the old man’s 


Good-natured people almost always bear some 
t esfenihla nce to soldiers. Sandeau, with his clear eyes, 



maaffl ap 

f. retired officer, I mean one Of thpSe 
in their eyes and in their heart, preser^^^ ^BB| 
of childhood, because they have never tried wvKtwi 
money and all through their lives have known* nothing 
but duty, sentiment, and sacrifice. Jules SattdeWs 
whole person exhaled good-nature, and even when the 
sadness of a fatal affliction had marked itself op his| 
features, he still retained the air of one of the best 
of men ; and , as you know, grief is not pleasing^ 
except in the good. 

To tell the truth, the reason why, when | was* 
fifteen years ola, I looked at M. Jules Sandeap on th§< 
quays with so much interest and curiosity, is that’ "at^ 
the time I was reading “ Marianna ” during m$j| 
classes from behind the shelter of a pile of books. Mfyv 
the worthy M. Cheron, my teacher, forgive me fbi 4 ] 
it ! Whilst he explained Thucydides I was kneeling] 
before Madame Belnave. Great Heavens 5 ‘a | 

fire burned in my veins ! I was far away then^jM| 
Cheron, from the stems in fu and from the years t>g 
the Eight-Year Period which you were explainirta gB 
us, I was rapt in the spheres of ideal passion. I wSfln 
love. I was in love with Marianna. I was suffering 
through her and I was making her. Suffer, but botir 
our pains were dear to me. I, have befen' told since 
that “ Marianna” is a book which teaches duty! A*t, 
fifteen, it only taught me love. M. Leon $ay tells 
us that the book has become old-fashionedf,' He 
speaks of it with detachment. One sees thaLhe aid* 
not read it, like me, between the pages of fr ffiy jtefe 
dictionary. No! no! “Marianna” 


dictionary. No ! no ! “ IV 
come old-fashioned for me. 
I shall never re-read it. 


•lanna will ney 
But, out of fifjj 











character? of the 

He has been perfectly happy In' the ; diSicle'v §r 
personages and of his action. Balzac has alsp^apr^e'^ 
and with incomparable genius, the types of th#t' : 'Sgfe~-J 
the purchaser of the confiscated property, the Cbloiin^l 
of the First Empire, the old nobleman, &c.— ^but '1^ 
has not made them move in a simple enough action*; 
he has not fixed them in pure enough forms, he hasS 
not enclosed them in an indestructible and perfect- 
poem. He has dispersed them through an infinite; 
series of adventures. Sandeau, though less, power-i 
ful, has been more fortunate. If he has not compre- 
hended the send men tal history of the old regime when' 
confronted by the new, except under aspects that have'/ 
but little variation, he has, at least, expressed hisf 
vision in stories as endearing as they are discreet. * 

His talent was natural to him and owed nothing; 
to study. Sandeau, who lived among books, read but? 
little. The worthy man was only eager to feel. . Iii? 
the pursuit of knowledge there is a basis of pnde and; 
bitter audacity which this peaceable and gentknsouji 
never knew. He was never seen turning 
pages of old books. He left undisturbed thoseHniW 
of dust from which, as soon as they are opdgHl 
doubt and disquiet escape like mites. * I shjal^Hg 
offend his memory by saying that the T 
Mazarine Library did not know his 1 i 
Who would reproach him for it.? He Kaa tocvmany ' 
fine books in his own head to bother himself'about 
those which filled the hall where he and Thllairdte:; 
Chasles used to sit side by side. 

Thete is a story, on th : s subject, that a-'^SKolat’ 
who was working at the Mazarine Library' Used 4 tbfe$nr 
suit Father Lelong’s “ Historical Library ”«yio^£i^ 



i takch .Sown that' book; iurtisclt had 
L to' do so, for Jbe knew exactly where it 
^ it was Vilely to conform to the rtjles of the 
it he used to ask the librarian for it. One 
ordained that Jules Sandeau was the 
jlibcarian. To t^e demand that was made him : 

“Father Lelong’s ‘ L oraty,’ ” answered Sandeau, 
is not it, sir 'i las is the Mazarine Library.” 

“Behiild you,’ cried the other, stretching out his 
arm' !o wards the folio "/tiich he was eager to open. 

“Behind me, that is the Louvre, sir,” gently replied 

*Sandeau. 

' I hasten to add that 1 do not believe a word ot this 
stor'y, anr> that I only tell it for the amusement of 
bibliophiles, who arc u most worthy r xe. 



M. ALEXANDRE DUMAS, 
MORALIST 


m 


ALEXANDRE DUMAS is a 
moralist as well as a dramaturge* 
For the past fifteen* years he fias^ 
shared with M. Renan thp functiprii| 
of spiritual director to the! multitude* 
. But what a difference in teipper£pep| 
there is between these two confessors^ 
M. Renan always absolves. Every road, he tellsndi^ 
leads to salvation. Each day he brings 
indulgences. On the first of January of thi$Jyeaaf- 
his last jubilee, did he not pardon M. Lagueir'e iffi 
advance, for all the ills which a narrow jand v*ipl eriil 
policy will drawdown upon France? If’we'&djSB 
believe this peaceful guide of our souls! we-'?a^||j 
escape from the divine goodness, and ’we^sjj^HR 
enter into Paradise — unless there 
Paradise, which after all is very probabj ^p ^P^? t 
Such a doctrine could only spring from CSpiciott| 
and kindly temperament. I take a great pleasure* i-ii; 
its serenity. But the pride of the mass^jinn^rs. 
does not accord with so much clemencyi;.^^^|^ 
all of us so fashioned that we set no 
both our virtues and our vices. We 
very weaknesses to appear great, and 
when we are told that they are of no 
I know some pious people who flattegi &i^I^g 


^considerable grounds for ubatsiness fo 
Borland, tp‘ their God. Su<?h persons Will 
gq M. Renan. He does not trouble Mm- 
jh about them. T will not conceal from 
iis article on Amiel two years ago lost him 
if his Spiritual connection. In that article he 
;>3yed "himself far too teauy to pardon. If he asks 
Honest, nothing of as, pious souls have thought, it is 
‘ iu^ b e does not believe us capable of much. He 
lespises us. — And it is *. fact that const lence » are not 
captured by gentleness. In the sixteenth ccnfuiy 
uhere jived a canon of Samt-Cloud called Nikolas 
He was a gseat captuier of soul-. He 
jMdf'.essed aimself to unsophisticated persons and pT- 
|uap^4' them that, all their lues long, they had not 
foot before another or m u Jy opened their 
, without making God and the angels weep, 
fhat their lightest thought roused the infern .1 
jobs to bursts of inextinguishable laughter. These 
people were astonished to find that th:y had so 
apph importance in the other we J when they were 
iven so, little in this. Hence they conceived a pride 
ajf alarm which threw them into all the tians- 
ofj|SCCti£ism. M. Feuillet despatched them to 
^lUdtWo*op three years at the most. Unless I 
^niSt^gn that is the way to be a good 



say that M Alexandre Dum's 
Feuillet than to M. Renan, 
ith an enlarged and coloured image 
4 it astonishes us, interests us, and 
He shows us to bp greater and 
wickedness than we really are. It 
J|attery that he captures us; it is quite 
purpose, and he takes care to employ 


no other. Pious f eople trtllrfSg, I 
because I have compared M. Alexandre Durtias Jx> ( 
the canon of Saint-Cloud. It Is generally. Admitted 
that the author of the “ Iddes de Madame Aubray** 
is a mystic. He has seen the Beast, and* breathed 
the spirit of God into the actresses of the Gymhase 
and the Comedie-Frangaise. It is true that he is not 
a Catholic, and that he does not profess any revealed 
religion. Indeed, that is the only thing whic t h pre- 
vents him from being a saint. For, make no mistake, 
there is in this man the stuff out of which saints are 
made, and more than one of the blesSed whose names 
are read in thf- calendar was fashioned like hiip. I 
do not speak of the degenerate and sordiJ|&ints of 
recent creation, of a Cure d’Ars, or of al^H^abre, 
or of an Aloysius Gonzaga, whose mode^Mwas. so' 
great, his biographer says, that he could ^^Vreihain 
alone in a room with the princess, his mo*r, with- 
out blushing. No, no, I am thinking of the early 
saints, of those apostolical men who proclaimed the 
good news to the nations and whose memoiV is still 
imprinted on the soul of the races. I thiiMtabove 
all, of those who left their soul and theirflRd qJ| 
our ancient soil, men whose names the lafc& : Fraro^ 
still utters . Hilary of Poitiers, M a^in^p^Tdurs, 
Germain of Auxerre, Marcel of Paris. * These we?re 
deep-chested and strong-lunged men who held their 
heads high. They felled oaks and proclaimed 
new tidings. The) k new the whole of life, and were 
better fitted to lead men than to serye as models for 
young ladies. They did not put thefr teachin g intd 
theatrical pieces, since they had gofid teasotifyfor pot 
writing comedies. But their speech waS^ full o£ 
images, and to it they also joined action.*^ ThatJ^ 
an advantage which they owe to the rudenes^qF.t^e^ 
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th&e^lhd it is" oie hhich places therii far above 
Ml A|exaadre Dumas. He, lijce them, is an apostle. 

they were soldiers besides. That surpasses every- 
thing 'else. I must tell you, M. Alexandre Dumas, 
|hat thert is some one in your family whom I esteem 
apofe highly thanl do you, and that person is not your 
father, ’ Your father cert imly was a prodigious man. 
He came, like a good giant, with his hands fuH of 
'toy* fpr us poor children He was gay, and he was 
good,' and he consoled men by telling them delight- 
ful, stories which never came to an end. His was a 
great and a cantiid soul. But you have been able to 
give your speech a seriousness that his ncvt r had : 
,he amuse ’ me and you have taught me. T owe 
*tnore to you than I do to him and that is why 1 rate 
you higher. But the greatest of the Dumas is neither 
me“4ior you; it is your grandfather, fhe son of the 
jhegress, General Alexandre Dumas of La Pailli teri**, 
.the conqueror of the St. Bernard and of Mount Ctms 
dtejihero of Brixen He offered his life sixty turn s 
jSjE* France, he was admired by p onaparte, and lie 
aied a potlr man Such an existence is a masterpiece 
With which there is nothing to be compared It is 
a happy fate to descend fiom such a man. The 
chances are that one may preserve something of him 
if! oneself. I am tempted to believe that the energy 
Jor work, the* absolute frankness, and the courage to 
Sky everything, which we value in the third Alex- 
andre,” come to him from the first 


f Admire in what ways God (there, I have became 
4 jby^tic by contagion) gave a lay director to the 
Sml^S b£'this age 1 A poor African girl thrown into 
the Wlhs'of a colonist it Saint Domingo, gives birth 
'ttfc'a Tidrb who in his turn begets a colossus, whose 
I^J^AO^ht up in the theatres of Paris, awakens 
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jiebple’s consciences in these theatres wiflT 
‘plary force and an unheard-of audacity. Jn j 
it is true, M. Alexandre Duma§ has todchfi 
single point. But it is the point from which f7 
issues, it is the universal principle. He teBs ‘us not 
we are born, and he shows us that we are born'llji 
he tells us how we give life and he shows us* that we: 
give it badly ; and he foretells the end of the* world’ 
if we do not speedily give 

“ A stainless bridegroom to a virgin bride.” 

What he fights against, what he* indicts every- 
where, is the shameful traffic in love. According to 
him, prostitution has either publicly or secretly , UH 
vided everything. It displays itself in our street^ 
Marriage has installed it in the homes of the Hchls 
Only among a few courtesans is it not ttJrrbe s&enS 
It is the ceven-headed Beast whose diadems overtop’ 
the loftiest mountains. 

It is going to 'Wour France, Europe, ando.thM 
world. * ' r t 

The seer has seen it face to fac-e. u This BeaLspf" 
he tell us, “ was like a leopard ; her feet.were Hkethe 
feet of a bear, her throat like the; threat of a liopfp 
and the dragon gave her his strength. And this^ 
beast was clothed in purple and\ sc^let, v she, wa& 
adorned with gold, precious stones, \ anti pearls. 
her hands, which were white like wwolV she held a 
golden vase full of the abominations aird inapurjties, 
of Babylon, of Sodom, and of Lesbos. Atinfcervals! 
this Beast, in whom I thought I recognised that Whiff 
St. John had seen, released from her whole 


intoxicating vapour through which she’fajpp' 
shining like the most beauteous of the 4 ' 1 * 
God, and into which thousands of the 4 * 
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' whose birth* hid preceded 
Ij^^pfee'.ib^sport, .to writhe in pleasure, to sjjrielc 
finally, to vanish in a vapour. They 
^^mjspontaneously with a little explosion. In 
gpCT^drds they burst, and nothing remains but a 
p|tie drop of liquid, water or blood, which the air 
immediately absorbs. The Beast was not satiated by 
this.- In her haste she trampled them under her 
'feet, she tore them with her nails, sne ground them 
with’*her teeth, she crushed them agamst her 
breast. These latter were the happier and the most 
envied. . . .” 

’ Such is the monster. AH that the apostie and 
prophet "an say to reassure us is that the Beast 
devours only what ought to perish, what is con- 
dgbfhed to death for its moral weakness, and that 
Imihpure, the strong, the good, those, <n a word, who 
hre'ht to live, will alone survive. It ; s precise^ 
tvhat the Darwinians call natural selection. But it 
ictg^ldWly, and, judging by what it has done up 
present, we cannot hope ’hat it will deliver 
iis from fools and scoundrels in the immediate 


figure, , 

'OK^, M. Dumas is not so agreeable a doctor as 
Mi genian. ! . He docs not merely attack the Beast, 
a grudge against love itself, against love as 
ijardinarily pursue it. Lebonnard, in the “Visite 
%e hraSes,” concludes that “ that ends by hatred on 
Ih^woman’s part and contempt on the man’s.” And 
i^^bnt^fd is no fool. M. de Ryons shows him- 
r selr.i. fttill more cruel when he says to Madame de 

■ i e< M. de Montegre is going to dp you an 
he loves you.” This M. <3e Ryons is very 

yillier-Fleury’s “ Edition des Com^diens,” vol. v. 
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impressive. He is the friend" of women, ;; and s this 1 
amounts to saying that he does not love them* * “ ] 
havJf^pledged myself/’ he tell Us, “never to *give^ 
either my heart, or my honour, or my life f to bfctf 
devoured by those charming and terrible littlfe beings 
for whom we ruin, dishonour, and Ifill ourselves, and 
whose sole preoccupation, in the midst of this 
universal carnage, is to dress themselves up sometimes 
in the form of umbrellas and sometimes of bells.” 
How admirable ! It is what the wise Epicurus used 
to teach in those books which unfortunately have been 
lost. His pupil, Lucretius, learnt and repeated the 
lesson with ardour. M de Ryons is, in his turn, a» 
gagat philosopher. There is a leason for that ; it is 
because he is not in love. Let him fall in love and 
immediately his own philosophy and that of Epicurus 
and that of Lucretius and that of Dumas will b^ in 
headlong flight. Our strong man will become a weak 
man, and he will give all he possesses as a prey to 
a little being — bell or umbrella. 

Oh 1 I see the evil plainly. The evil is that Lo^ffis 
the oldest of the gods. The Greeks have told u^Ks. 
When he was born neither justice nor intferag^nce 
were as yet in the world. The luckless wretch could 
not find in all the cosmic matter anything out of which 
he could fashion for himself a brain or eyes or ears. H% 
was born blind and dependent on his "instincts, and 
as he was born, so he is still, and so he will always 
remain. He has to giope his way about. He has 
been represented m the form cf a winged child, but 
that is a piece of flatter) . His real appearance is that 
of a headless bull. Far from being the child of Venus, 
he is her father. Look at his labours; they are 
immense. He has produced everything, but he has 

* u I dition des Comedicns,” vol. iv p Jt. 
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&done it all without reason, without morality, without 
intelligence^ First, he made living creatures, and 
.’what awful" creatures they were! Molluscs, fishes, 
'and ijeptiles. At this time he d welt in the water. 
That iS^iow he fitted himself for his future task of 
;;hutno$ririg the fastidiousness and modesty of the 
r maiden^ of our world ! Improving his methods by 
- accident and little by little, he reached marsupials and 
■ then viviparous animals. The . mammalia cost him 
a great deal of trouble, and for a long time the 
monkeys remained his masterpiece. In making man 
after them, he hiade no change either in nature or in 
%iethod. He remained dark, blind, and violent, and 
d id not * all reason to his aid. He never will call it. 
^And he is right, for life would soon end if it relied 
upon intelligence to plant it throughout the earth. 
fjHtf is blind ana he guides us. That is the whole 
evil. And it is an eternal evil, for love will last, as 
long as the worlds. 

i We behave like M. de Ryons, we oppose our wih to 
£.his, and we dominate him when 1 - is weaker than we 
fare. But every rime he is stronger he dominates us 
in his •turn, and that is what we call the struggle 
against passion. The result is decreed by fate. Will 
and instinct ans like the two scales of a balance, and 
that which is most heavily loaded sinks. 

I do not know whether my mythology is very 
cletir, but I know what I mean. It amounts to 
saying that there are in man obscure forces, anterior 
gto him, which act independently of his will, and 
I'which he cannot always master. Must we on that 
^account have a hatred for life and a hprror for man? 
|No, fliere is good even in the headless Bull himself. 
We must not abuse him too much. On the whole, 
he has always done more good than evil. Otherwise 
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'ife would not survive. What he waIl(V ir whatj 
nature wants, and nature, after all, 
rather than evil. I even believe that th4 £wto|||| 
them, she and he, have a hidden ideal. "yuaM 
fortunately it is not ours, and I have good^reasons 
for believing that it is inferior to ours. 

Men are better than nature. It is a consoling 
and an agreeable truth which I shall never weary or 
repeating. 

If they could endow the headless Bull with a 
little htart and brain, be sure that they would dp so 
at once. * 

M.^Alexand e Dumas believes them to be worse* 
man they are, and he has two good reasons for it: 
he is a dramatist and he is a prophet. 

The theatre lives solely by our woes, and, since 
the days of Israel, the prophets have proclaimed 
nothing but misfortune ; that is the price of their 
eloquence. 

If M. Alexandre Dumas is right in saying that ( 
man is brutal and that woman is absurd, we,< 
like Musset’s Perdican, reply that “ there is o 
and sublime thing in the world — the union^, 
such imperfect beings.” 




:E YOUNG GIRL OF THE PAST 
AND THE YOUNG GIRL OF 
THE PRESENT * 

E often say : This or that is a sign 
of the times. And, nine times out 
of ten, the thing that we believe new 
is in reality as old as the world itself. 
It is even noticeable that in all epochs 
people are alarmed by the same signs. 
In all epochs there are to be found 
f candid and generous spirits who lament the universal 
decay of men and things and foretell the end of the 
world. Home**, anticipating M. Henry Cochin., has 
said: “The men of the past jre better than the 
men of the present.” Others, through a contrary 
illusion, proclaim the hour in which they were born 
to be fortunate. They honestly think that the past 
was dark and, wretched, and that the future will be 
splendid, since it issues from themselves. It occurs 
to ndbody to think that, before our time, human 
affhirs were a mixture of good and bad, and that, 
after us, the world will pursue its ordinary way and 
* remain mediocre, — though this view is, however, the 
most probable one. But we know our own age 

c * “Histoire d’unc GrartcL Dame au dix-huiti£me Sl^cle : 
La Princesse H616ne de Ligne.” Par Lucien Perey. “ Prin- 
cesse.” Par Ludovic Hal^vy. “Jeanne Avril.” Par Robert de 
Bonnieres. 
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badly, and we do not know other ages at all . *Wff 
judge them solely by our feelings. 

It is true that everything moves and changes/ 
Movement is life, or at least it is all of life^hat we 
see. The form of humanity never remains the same 
for a moment. Its transformations are continuous, 
and, in fact, it is for this reason that they are so im- 
perceptible. They operate with the pitiless slowness 
of natural laws. They never stop and they never 
hasten. Sudden revolutions exist only in our imagi- 
nations. If we are not precisely similar to our 
U thers we resemble them more than we think, and 
sometimes mop than we like. It is a matter of the 
utmost delicacy to mark the points of similarity and 
of difference by which we draw close to* them or 
div< rge from them. And, as we detect them, we are 
tempted to exaggerate both. 

These reflections took their rise from my reading 
Lucien Perey’s “ Histoire d’une Grande Dame au 
dix-liuitieme Siecle.’’ We find in that book a journal^ 
written at the Abbaye-au-Bois, from 1772 to *1777^ 
by the young Princess Massalska, who began it; at> 
nine years of age and continued it up to her* 
teenth year. 1 may say at once that M. Lucien 
Perey has by zealous research completed .the bio- 
graphy of this princess who, having by a first 
marriage become the daughter-in-law of the amiable 
Prince de Ligne, married, after an audacious divorce, 
Prince John Potocki the Chamberlain of the King 
of Poland. It is perhaps generally known that the 
name Lucien Perey is the pseudonym of a scholar ly 
lady who has Tor many years employed her pene- 
trating erudition upon those old manuscripts in 
which our grandfathers and grandmothers have left 
behind them a little of their spirit. The figure' 



*THE YOUNG GI&L OF THE PAST 33 

> i'jj* v 1 1 

%Wych the pseudo-Perey has revived for us on this 
occasion is that of a very pretty and very amorous 
Jlittle creature who did a great deal of evil during 

■ her life time without the least remorse, for she did it 
through love. And it must be admitted that that is 
an* excellent motive. “ No one has tne right to 
judge ‘those who Jove/’ thought M. de Bonnieres’ 
Jeanne Avril when she herself was in love. 

Helene de Massalska wrote very well. The reason 
is that she felt strongly and had not been taught to 
make her style fine. Helene was an orphan, and 
her uncle, the Prince-Bishop of Wdna, placed her in 
the Abbaye-au-Bois when she was nine years old. 
At that epoch, when, among so many women, there 
were no mothers, the convent served as a family for 
young girls of quality. Mademoiselle de Fresnes, 
the granddaughter of Chancellor d’Aguesseau, was 
placed there with her nurse, at the age of three. 
Children used to cut their teeth there, and they 
were married at twelve or thirteen. The frequency 
of these marriages was one of the plague-spots of 
^society. The betrothed, the husbands, used to 
|ome *to the reception room of the convent. The 
little Prin<m$ Massalska relates that Mademoiselle 
*$e Bourt)oixn£ came back one day very sad after seeing 
company; the second day after she told her com- 
; panions of her approaching marriage with M. d’ A vaux. 
Srie was scarcely twelve ; she was to make her first com- 
munion that week, marry a week later, and go back 
to the convent. “ She was so excessively melancholy/’ 
;/ Hel&ne relates, “that we asked her if she was dis- 
satisfied with her future husband. She told us that 
he was very ugly and very old, she told us also that 
J he was coming to see her the next day. We begged 

■ the Abbess to allow the Orleans apartment, which 
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looked upon the abbatial courtyard, to be opened, s<£ 
that we might see our companion’s future husband. 
The favour was allowed us. The following day 
Mademoiselle de Bourbonne received a large bouquet 
when she got up, and, in the afternoon, M. d’Avapx 
came. We thought him what he was, hjdeous. 
When Mademoiselle de Bourbonne came out of the 
reception room everybody said : ‘ Good Heavens, 

how ugly your husband is ! If I were you I would 
not marry him. Poor girl ! * And she said : ‘ Yes, 
I shall marry him, for papa wishes if ; but I shall 
not love him, that is certain.’ ” 

All that is ver y far away from us. If we compare 
the Abbaye-aux-Bois, the Presentation, Penthemont, 
St. Mary’s, or any of the convents where the 
daughters of the nobility were brought up a hund^d 
years ago, with the convents in which rich young 
ladies are received to-day, we are struck by the 
change of customs. Some things, indeed, which 
we can regret are lost in this great change. The 
heiresses of the first houses of France were taught 
household employments. They were employed by 
turns in the linen-room, in the library, in the refec- 
tory, in the kitchen, and in the infirmary. They, 
learned to put away linen, to sweep rboms, to wailp 
at table, to cook. Mademoiselle de Vogue had , iff 
special talent for cooking. They learned to prep^jre 
herb-teas and to light the lamps. This teaching was 
as good as the mineralogy and chronology on which 
we pride ourselves so much to-uay. It taught the 
rich not to despise the poor ; it prevented them from 
believing that to work with one’s hands humiliates 
those to whose lot it falls, or that it is noble to 
do nothing, it showed them the end of life, which 
is to serve, and that not occasionally, and at splendid 
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lunctures, but every day, at every moment, humbly 
„ and with simplicity. Mcsdemoiselles d’Aumont, de 
/Damas, and de Mortemart knew that there is no 
humiliation in washing up the plates. I doubt 
■whether it would be easy to persuade Mademoiselle 
Catherine Duval ■ >f 1 his, she who, as you know 
from Princt ise,” is the daughter of a succ-ssfu 1 
paper-merchant. We see very cle arly the prejudices 
of the old aristocracy. They were cruel, I quite 
agree, and 1 pity litt.e Mademoiselle de Bourbonne 
with all f my heart for being forced to marry M. 
d’Avaux. Bilt we must not attribute to the society 
of former days prejudices which we have and which 
it had iut. Look at young Baron de Thonderten- 
tronck. What infuriates him is not that his sister 
Cunegonde should wash up dishes in the home of 
a Prince of Transylvania ; it is that she should marry 
Candide, who is not a noble. We have invented an 
aristocracy that never soiled its hands, and now the 
granddaughters of our big merchants do not under- 
stand how the Goose Girl should have made cakes, 
since she was a king’s daughter. 

Madame Duval, a middle- class lady of the Marais, 
wished to teach her daughter housekeeping and 
^cookeryr “ The daughters of the Queen of England,’’ 
fshe told her, “ learn to wait on themselves, to sweep 
l$heir roortyj to wash, and to iron.” But her daughter 
"opposed K<fcr, and the father, the big paper-manu- 
facturer, #ias on the daughter’s side. (“ Prin- 
cesse.”) 

If we can note in Princess Massalska’s journal 
some differences between the young girls of her time 
and those of our own, these are not always to the 
advantage of the latter. I shall take care not to 
judge the two epochs from trivial indications, but 
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I am occasionally inclined to see in the minds ofi 
Helene and her companions a strength which has. 
since weakened, an intrepidity, ah elevation of 
thought, that has become rare to-day. Tl^ cha-* 
racters of those children have already become reso- 
lute. Little girls of eight or ten show themselves 
unconquerable ; they count punishments nothing 
if they make them suffer without humiliating them. 
Their rebellions have a strength and a duration which 
would astonish the nuns of the Sacred Heart or of 
the Oiseaux in our own day. 

At the age of twelve, Mademoiselle c de Choiseul, 
suddenly hearing of her mother’s shame, imposes 
silence and respe/t upon her companions by the noble 
firmness of her attitude. At eight, Mademoiselle de 
Montmorency is threatened for some fault by 
Mademoiselle de Richelieu, then Abbess, who sa^s 
to her in anger : “ When I see you like that I could 
kill you.” She answers : “It would not be the first 
time that the Richelieus have been the executioners 


of the Montmorencys.” At fifteen, she dies like a 
nun of Port-Royal. Her bones were rotting, her 


arm gangrened. “ You see 1 am beginning to*die,”jj 
said she. She asks pardon from the householc 
whom she lias called together, and she receiyef 
the sacraments. . . . Some moments later she ha||||] 
grave conversation with her sister. “Tell all, info 
companions of the Abbaye-aux-Bois that I ; 
them a great example of the emptiness o f 
things; nothing was wanting to make ,meflapp|^ 
according to the world, and yet death comes 4$! 
snatch me from all that was destined for me.” Shf? 
made an effort to cough and expired.* 

Those daughters of the most illustrious houses of 


* “fhktoire J'unc Grande Dame au xviii* Si&cle,” p. 73 et $e$. 



'THE,: YOUNG GIRL OF THE PAST 37 

? rance are distinguished by pride and courage. 

'heir mistresses, who are for the most part of the 
same blood as themselves, develop these virtues in 
. preference to others. They hate tale-bearing with a 
hatred which, it v is said, has since declined in the 
. coifvents. When Mademoiselle de Levis makes u 
out a lnerit that - she had not taken part in the 
latest rebellion, Mademoiselle de Rochechouart, her 
mistress, pays her an ire deal compliment. These 
well-born women have above all a horror of baseness, 
„,and are, moreover, very mild about grammar and the 
catechism. They cannot endure affectation. One 
of them is told, with a great outcry, that the young 
■. ladies h*re put ink into the holy water font, that the 
, nuns have smeared themselves with it at Matins, and 
. that the deed is a black one. She replies tranquilly 
* that no doubt it is black because of the ink. 

If Princess Massalska’s companions are prouder 
spirited, as a rule, than the daughters of our middle 
classes to-day, they are also more violent and more 
'brutal. They beat one another With extreme violence. 
H|Rine, who has been accused of carrying tales, is 
^trampled under foot by all her companions. “I was 
bruised all over,” she says. The mistresses send 
£er to bed aad do not bother themselves further.* 
In the most foolish quarrels, “ when the reds (the 
bigger girls) met the blues (the smaller) they beat them 
to mummies.” They were also much freer in their 
.speech than would be tolerated to-day. Their minds 
felt the effect of the country-house life they led, which 
,is, on the whole, a rustic life. Sometimes coarse 
expressions escaped from their lips. Helene relates 
.'that there was in the red class a mistress whom they 
■could not endure, whose name was Madame de Saint 
* “Histoirc d’une Grande Dame au xviii* Si^cle,” p. 4.2. 
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Jerome. “ As her skin was very dark and so was that, 
of Dom Rigoley (her confessor), some took if into tHex;; 
heads to say that if they married one another, there 
would come moles and little negroes. Thyi joke, 
although it was very silly, became sq fashionable that 
all through the class nothing was spoken of excfept 
moles and little negroes.’’ * 

Firmness and intrepidity, not without some coarse- 
ness, these were the qualities which in 1780 swelled 
the young breasts of those who were soon destined 
to see, without turning pale, their houses crumble to 
dust and their world come to an end* 

But, upon the whole, between our girls and theirs, 
there are, in diis respect, only slight shades of dis- 
tinction. Quite another feature marks the real 
difference. Our young middle-class girls are more 
restless and agitated than were the aristocratic girls 
of former days. There does not seem to have been 
much vagueness in the souls of these latter. Ouf| 
girls have sometimes too much. Look at M. Robert 
de Bonnieres’ Jeanne Avril : 'va 

“ She had confused aspirations towards great 
things, without knowing what they were. 'There 
was within her an impatience which bore her into 
elevated regions above sober practices and vulgqjj 
cares.” (“ Jeanne Avril.”) 

If our young middle-class girls dream a great deal, 
it is also true that their lives give them a great deal 
to dream about. Owing to the confusion of the old 
ranks, and the clash of differing worlds which come 
into collision with one another, they may one day be 
raised, by marriage, to titles and crowns. 

This is Mademoiselle Catherine Duval’s ambition : 
in 1885. Her father, as we have said, is a large paper 
merchant of the Marais. She wants to be a great * 
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lMy. ; That is the cause of her dreams. She admits 
{'it rfjJikly. “ A single desire stirs me,” she says, “ a 
single^ ambition seizes me and completely possesses 
me . . /that I, too, should some day be one of those 
women upon whbm Paris has its eyes always fixed. 
And that I, too, on the day after a ball, delightfully 
tired, still hearing the murmur of tender and endearing 
declarations, still feeling upon my shoulders the caress 
and fire of a thousand admiring glances, that I, too, 
should read in the ‘ Carnet d’une Mondaine 5 or in 
‘ Notes d’une Parisienne ’ that the prettiest woman at 
the ball, and the most courted, and the most sought 
after, and the best dressed, and the most envied was 
nse, me, me, Catherine Duval, transformed into the 
Marchioness or Countess of I-don’t-know-where.” 
(“Princesse.”) Modern life leaves a large margin 
open to desire. It allows Jeanne Avril or Catherine 
Duval vast hopes; it brings to them new “perhapses.” 
It excites ambitions by multiplying chances. It is a 
lottery. This is how it enervates and depraves. This 
is how it makes neuropaths, outcasts, and morpho- 
maniac$. 

However, I am not yet very sure that this is an 
infallible -sign of the times, and 1 return to my first 
*doubts. To’do so is the wiser course. The truth 
is that nature is always more diverse than we suspect. 
There are young girls to-day who think vigorously 
and who hardly ever dream. There were neuropaths 
in all times. Only they were given another name, 
and less heed was taken of them. If habits change 
there is in woman a nature which scarcely changes. 
She is always the same and always different. We 
can no more characterise her than life itself, life, of 
which she is the source. 



M. GUY DE MAUPASSANT AND. 
THE FRENCH STORY-TELLERS 

r 

ES, I will summon them all! 
Tellers of Fabliaux, « of Lays, and 
of Moralities, makers of farces, of 
devil-plays, and of joyous devices, 
jongleurs and old Gallic story-tellers, 

I will summon and defy them all ! 
Let them come and confess t«hat 
their gay science is not so good as the skilful and 
unbridled art of our modern story-tellers ! Let 
them admit themselves conquered by the Alphonse^ 
Daudets, the Paul Arenes, and the Guy de Mau- « 
passants ! I will first of all summon the minstrels 
who in the time of Queen Blanche went fror$ castle 
to castle repeating their lay, like the creatures 
of whom Dante speaks in the sixth canto of his 
“Inferno.” These, indeed, told their stories itF 
verse, but their verses had less charm than the prose 
of our own Jean des Vignes. For them, metre 
and rhyme were but a prompt-book and a set of 
rules. They employed both in order that they 
might easily remember their little stories and recite 
them without difficulty. Verse, being then useful, 
could dispense with beauty. In the thirteenth 
century, one of these minstrels would recite “The/ 
Horse-cloth Cut in Two Pieces,” in which we see a 
lord who drives his poor and infirm old father put ; 

4o 
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of the Bouse but brings him back again from fear 
of^eing treated in the same way by his own son. 
Another would tell how William, the money- 
changSj, had not only a hundred pounds from the 
monk who thought to “ deceive ” his wife, but also 
a pig to boot. 

In these times, form was uncouth in the hands of 
stOry-teliers, and matter was on no higher level. 
Sometimes, here ana there, a pretty Complaint arose — 
for instance, that of tb ; Little Bird, in which a night- 
ingale instructs a rustic in the precepts of the purest 
wisdom, or thfc “Gradient” of Marie of France. 
But even the “ Gradient ” i? more likely to surprise 
than to please. You may judge of it from the 
following : 

' “ There was,” says the poetess, Marie of France, 

“ there was near the town a thick forest through 
which a river ran. The knight, Giaelent, was 
walking in it, pensive and sad. After having 
wandered for some time in the forest he saw in a 
thicket a white hind which fled ar his approach. He 
pursued it, though without thinking he could catch 
it, and.in this way he reached a glade in which a 
limpid fountain was playing. In this fountain a 
^roung dkhisej was sporting, quite naked. As he 
saw her, slender, smiling, beauteous, and white, 
Gradient forgot the hind.” 

The good Marie relates the sequel with perfect 
simplicity. Gradient finds the damsel to his liking 
and “ beseeches her in love.” But soon, seeing that 
his prayers are vain, “ he drags her by force to the 
depth of the wood, does with her as he wishes, and 
entreats her very gently not to be angry, promising 
to love her faithfully and never to leave her. The 
damsel saw that he was a worthy knight, courteous 
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and discreet. — ‘ Graelent,’ said she, ‘ although you, 
have taken me by surprise I will love .you M*ie 
the less on that account ; but I forbid you Ur say 
anything that can disclose our love. I will gpve you 
much money and beautiful clothes. You are loyal/ 
valiant, and handsome.’ ” The poetess, Marie, adds 
that henceforth Graelent lived in great joy. . He was 
an excellent lover. * 

Truly, the story-tellers of the thirteenth century 
told things with an incomparable simplicity. 'I find 
an example of it in the celebrated story of “ Amis 
and Amile.” • 

“Arderi swore that Amile had dishonoured the 
king’s daughter ; Amis swore that Arderi lied. 
They darted against one another and fought from 
the hour of terce until nones. Arderi was van- 
quished and Amis cut off his head. The kingewas 
both sad at having lost Arderi and pleased to see:^ 
his daughter cleansed from all reproach. He gav«|| 
her in marriage to Amis with a great sum of gdlijjj 
and silver. Amis became a leper through the. will* 
of God. His wife, whose name was Qbias, 
detested him. She tried several times to strangle 
him. . . .” 

There is a narrator whom nothing surprises ! It 
is only from the fifteenth century onwards that wl’ 
find, no longer wandering singers, but real writers, 
capable of constructing a good narrative. Such is 
the author of “ Petit Jehan de Saintre.” He had no 
love for the monks : that is a habit of mind common 
among all the old story-tellers : but he knew how 
to write. Such also are the noblemen of Dauphin 
Louis, who composed at Genappe, in Brabant, the 
collection known under the title of the “ Cent 
Nouvelles nouvelles du roi Louis XI.’’ Their 
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invention seems a little thin, but their style is 
vivid, sober, and vigorous. It is good old French. 
Thesis tales do not lack wit ; they are short ; and 
J;here we ten in a hundred of them that make us 
smile even to-da^. Do you not think, for example, 
this* a very pleasing story of the good parish priest 
who lovtd his dog so tenderly ? The poor animal 
being dead, the worthy man, without a thought 
of evil, buried it in tomecrated ground, in the 
cemetery where the Christians of the place were 
peaceably waiting for the last judgment and the re- 
surrection of th*e body. Unluckily, the bishop got 
wind of it. He was a stern and miserly man. He 
sent for t lie priest and poured reproaches on his 
head. He was going to put him in prison when 
the latter “ spoke according to his manual ” as 
Jfollfiws : 

wP“ In truth, my lord, if you knew my dog, whom 
■>God forgive as 1 have done, you would not be so 
amazed at the burial I have given him.” 

* AjUd then he went on to praise bis dog : 

<c As he was intelligent during his lifetime, he was 
even m®re so at his death, for he made an excellent 
will, and because he knew your need and your 
indigence, Tie Jeft you fifty go! ten crowns which I 
nave brought.” 


The bishop, adds the story-teller, approved at 
one C both of the will and of the burial. I do not 
summon these stor) -tellers, nor above all those who 
followed them, to make them confess their defeat, 
but to form a friendly and glorious retinue for the 
latest arrivals. 

In the sixteenth century, the short story flourishes, 
climbs, and expands over the whole field of letters. 
It fills numerous collections. It slips into the most 




learned works in the midst of scholarly and even 


somewhat pedantic dissertations. 

Beroald de Verville, Guillaume Boucher , 'Venn 
Estienne, Noel du Fail, the most varied ami' the 
richest of the “ novelists ” of that time, vie with 
one another in story-telling. The Queen of Navtrre 
makes her “ Heptameron ” a collection of “ all the 
ill tricks that women have played upon unlucky 
men.” I do not speak of Rabelais nor of Montaigne, 
though both have told stories, and told them better 
than anybody else. In the seventeenth century, the 
short story assumed a Spanish garb* put on a cape 
and a sword, and became tragi-comic. The luckless 
Scarron showed-' us several, tricked out in this way. 
Among others of his there are two, “Les Hypo- 
crites ” and “ Le Chatiment de l’Avarice,” in which 
Moliere found some touches that do not disfigure 
either his “ Avare ” or his “Tartufe.” The. gj&gt 
man did the cripple much honour by pillaging;Jr<| 
him. Yet the Spanish miser of the short storyf|ias 
a rather amusing picaresque air. “ Never 4 .w$s a 
candle-end lit in his room unless he had stolen it, 
and for economy he always began to *undress 
in the street at the place where he lit it, and 


as soon as he entered his room he put it out 
and went to bed. But finding that it was possible 
to go to bed in even less expensive style, his inven- 
tive mind caused him to make a hole in the tfrall 


which separated his room from that of a neighbour, 
who had no sooner lighted his candle than Marcos 
[that was the miser’s tis Mte] opened the hole and re- 
ceived through it light^enough to do what he 
wanted. Not being able to leave off wearing a 
sword, as one of a noble family, he carried it one 
day on the right and another - on the left side so 
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f'tfeai; hil breeches might wear out symmetrically.” I 
|a^wie with Racine that Sc^rron writes like a hack. 

• knows how tc paint. Here, for example, is 

Sin es'bellent stroke. Our miser has fallen in love. 
‘He is returning fj his lodging very agitateil, but still 
careful to lose ucthirej. “ He draws the end of a 
taper otit of hi ? pocket, pricks it on the point of 
his sword and, having lit it before a public crucifix 
in a neighbouring square, not without an ejaculatory 
prayer for the succtss of his roarrnge, he opens 
with a skeleton key the door of the house where he 
sleeps and lies clown on his wretched bed, rather to 
think of his love than to ;>leep.” It seems to me 
that thi is a good subject far a drawing from the 
: pen of M. Henri PiJle. I will not linger over the 
“ Caquets de Faccouchee ” nor Charles Sorel’s stories 
of lackeys, nor over Furetiere’s accounts of the 
ymidaie classes, nor over the fairy-tales. As tor 
the eighteenth century, it is the golden age of the 
short story. The pen runs and laughs in the fingers 
*of Antoine Hamilton, of the Anne de Voisenon, of 
Diderot, of Voltaire. “ Candide ” is put together 
for iM^iortality in three days. It was a time 
wheiJRvervbody told stories with both philosophy 
and rapt. 4 " Have you read Caylus’s short stories, 
land Vo yea know Galichet ? Galichet was a 
wizard. “ It is he who caused a girl dressed in 
whtte, who came every night to visit the bather 
Purveyor, to pass for the soul of a Jacobin friar. It 
is he who caused bats to rain upon the convent of 
the nuns of Montereau the day that the musketeers 
reached it. It is he who caused a white rabbit to 
appear every night in the Abbess’s room. . . 

But I think Galichet is making me talk nonsense. 

What attractive people, and how intelligent and 
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gay they were ! Yes, gay. And do you know wRatthe 
gaiety of thinking people is called ? It is called the a, 
courage of the mind. That is why I have an infante, 
esteem for those marquises and philosophers^who ; 
smilingly disclosed the emptiness pf things and 
wrote tales about the universal woe. The Chevallfer Y 
de Boufflers, a hussar and a poet, has for his part 
written a little story which is so pleasing, so philoso 1 
phical, so grave and so light, so impertinent and, at 
the same time, so indulgent, that one cannot read it 
without a smile moistened with a tear. It is “ Aline, 
reine de Golconde.” Aline was a shepherdess. One 
day she lost her /nilk-pail and her innocence, and 
threw herself i/ito the midst of pleasures. But 
she became virtuous when she grew old. Then she 
found happiness. “ Happiness,” she says, “ is settled 
pleasure. Pleasure is like a drop of water ; happi- 
ness is like a diamond.” But here we are in the 
nineteenth century. You show me Stendhal, Charles 
Nodier, Balzac, Gerard de Nerval, Merimee, and so i 
many others whose names make such a large company! 
that I have not time to write them. L jj 

Some among these have sweetness, and^others 
have vigour. None has gaiety. The French jRevo- 
lution guillotined the lighter graces, apd proscribed, 
the easy smile. For nearly a century literature'hasf 
ceased to laugh. } 

We have given M. Guy de Maupassant a fme 
enough retinue of story-tellers, ancient and modern. 
And it was but just. M. de Maupassant is one of 
the most whole-hearted story-tellers of this country 
in which so many and such good stories have been 
told. His strong, simple, and natural language has 
a flavour of the soil that makes us love him dearly. 
Pie possesses the three great qualities of the Fretjgl^ 
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fwriier, first, clearness, then again, clearness, and lastly, 4 ? 
; clearness. He has the feeling of proportion and order 
is the feeling of our race. lie writes as a good 
.Norman landowner lives, with economy and joy. 
v SJy, pawky, a |ood fellow, something of a boaster, 
a little foppish ashamed of nothing but his large 
native* kindliness, careful to hide what is most ex- 
quisite in his soul, full of sound sense, no dreamer, 
little curious of the things beyond the tomb, 
believing only what ne sees, and reckoning only on 
what he touches, the man belongs to us, he is a 
fellow countryman. Hence the friendship which he 
inspires in everybody throughout France who can 
read. And in spite of this Norman flavour, in 
spite of this cornflower perfume which we inhale in 
all his work, he ir. more varied in his types, richer 
in* his subjects, than any othe~ story-teller of our 
time. There hardly exists an imbecile or a vaga- 
bond who is not to his purpose and whom he does 
i not put, as he passes, into his bag. He is the great 
painter of the human grimace. He paints without 
batf^rtBl without love, without anger and without 
pitwj|§he miserly peasants, drunken sailors, lost 
^#bmfen, .cheap clerks dazed by their toil, and all 
those J^umble beings whose humility is as devoid 
1 of beaffify as of virtue. He shows us all these 


grotesques and all these unfortunates so distinctly 
that we' believe we see them before our eyes and find 
them more real than reality itself. He makes them 
, livp, but he does not judge them. We do not know 
what he thinks of those scoundrels, rogues, and 
blackguards whom he has created and who haunt us. 

; Hei$ a skilful artist, and he knows that he has done 
fall that is needed when he has given life. His 
^indifference is equal to that of nature ; it astonishes 
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me, it irritates me. I would like to know what is 
the inner belief and feeling of this pitiless,' robust;; 
and good-natured man. Does he like fools for ^heir 
stupidity ? Does he like evil for its ugliness ? Is he' 
jovial ? Is he sad ? Does he amustf himself whije 
he amuses us? What does he believe about man? 
What does he think of life ? What does he ’think 
of Mademoiselle Perle’s chaste grief, of Miss 
Harriett’s foolish and fatal love, and of the t£ars 
shed in the Church of Virville by Rosa when she 
remembers her first communion ? D oes he say to 
himself : Perhaps life after all is good ? At least he 
appears here and there to be very pleased with the 
way in which it is given. Perhaps he says to 
himself that the world is well made since it is 
full of ill-made and ill-behaving beings about whom 
stories may be written. That would be, all things 
considered, a good philosophy for a story-teller. 
Nevertheless, we are, on the contrary, free to think 
that M. de Maupassant is at heart melancholy and 
compassionate, lacerated by profound pity, and that 
he inwardly laments the miseries which he exposes 
before our gaze with so superb a tranquillity." 

PJe is unrivalled, as you know, for the way in 
which he depicts villagers as Adam’s curse has 
made and unmade them. Among others, he shows 
us one, in an admirable tale, all nose, without cheeks, 
his eyes round, fixed, anxious, and wild, with a head 
like a cock’s, beneath an old high-crowned hat, its 
nap scorched and shaggy. In a word, the peasant 
whom we all see and whom we are astonished 
to see beside us, so different does he seem from 
ourselves. About fifteen years ago, M. Francois 
Copp£e and I were walking along a little half- , 
deserted, wild, and depressing Norman strand, where i 
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; Blue sand -thistles were pining amidst the gravel. 
IfiOh our walk we met a man of the distr ct, bent, 

■ Crooked, and iil-shaped, though strong, with a bare 
..neck like a vulture’s, and the round glance of a bird. 
4s he walked, he made, at every step, a huge grimace 
which expressed absolutely nothing. I could not 
# help laughing, bur. having questioned my companion 
by a look, I read on his face such an expression of 
pity that I was ashamed of mirth that he was so far 
from sharing. 

“ He looks like Brasseur,” said I, somewhat 
awkwardly, to excuse myself. 

“ Yes,' 1 answered the poet, “ and Brasseur makes 
one laugh. But that man is not ugly to be amusing. 
That is why I don’t laugh.” 

This meeting had given a sort of discomfort to 
my companion. Does not M. de Maupassant, who 
is also a poet, suffer when he sees men as his 
eyes and his brain show them to him, so ugly, so 
evil, and so cowardly, bounded in their joys, their 
griefs, and even in their crimes, by an irremediable 
misery ? 1 do not know. I only know that he is 

practical, that he does not cry for the moon, and 
thf;t he ip not a man to seek remedies for incurable 
ills/ 

I am inclined to believe that his whole philosophy 
is contained in that wise song which nurses sing to 
their charges, and which so marvellously sums up all 
that we know about the destiny of men upon the 
sarth : 

“ All the little dolls 
Run, run, run, 

Three times round, 

And then they’re gone.” 
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ESTERDAY I had the honour of 
conversing with a politician strongly 
attached to the moderate Republican 
party, a party which he honours by 
h/S correct attitude and his melan- 
choly. He spoke to me of Benjamin 
Constant with respect and veneration . 
as of a father. Listening to him, one would have 
said that Benjamin Constant, was a Solon, almosf a 
Lycurgus. It was not for me to argue with such 
a speaker. Besides, Benjamin Constant’s authority 
in matters of constitutional law cannot be denied. 
But I was tempted to smile inwardly as I thought 
of the source of these political ideas, so imposing 
in their wisdom and gravity, and as I figured to 
myself the weaknesses of the Solon of 1828. 

Born at Lausanne, of a family originally belonging 
to Artois, Benjamin Constant mingled in his veins 
the blood of the Huguenot captains with that of tSi 
pastors who during their battles used to sing psal’ 
for the soldiers of the Lord. His mother, 
and delicate, died in giving him birth. Hj 
of a character ironical and timid, never 
with any confidence. Up to the age of fourteen he. 
was subjected to a severe education which contracted 
his heart and magnified his self-love. He passed 
two years of his boyhood in a German university,'; 




abandbhecflto hirtiself, amidst successes that turned 
His head; ^He admits that he committed amazing 
jfollies. Fro\pi sixteen to eighteen, he studied at 
Edinburgh. ‘Then he came to Paris. 

At eighteen years of ag' , ambitious, a gambler, 
and a lover, he heaped fuel upon the three flames 
that were destined slowly nd miserably to consume 
His life. It was at Coppe on September 19th, 1794, 
thaj: he saw Madame ie Stael for the first time. This 
meeting, as everybody knows, decided his destiny and 
•threw him info politics in char illustrious woman’s 
train. His writings won him a reputation, and he 
was summoned to ihe Tribunate after the 18th 
Bruman-e. But his opposition to the First Consul, 
in the Legislature, and in Madame de Stael’s salon, 
soon brought about his expulsion and exile. Then 
h£ betook himself to Weimar, where the Grand- 
Duchcss gave him a warm welcome. 

I find it rather embarrassing to relate the remainder 
of a career so familiar to all. Everybody knows 
that Benjamin Constant mani~d a second time in 
Germany, and that he found this second union, 
though more stormy than the first, also more 
tolerable. Having returned to France in 1814, he 
rallied to the support of the constitutional monarchy. 
On March 19th, 1815, when Napoleon, back from 
Elba, was already at Fontainebleau, Benjamin 
Constant, acting upon a suggestion whose origin has 
only recently been disclosed, wrote for the “ D£bats ” 
a vehement article which ends with the celebrated 
phrase : “ I shall not, like a wretched turncoat, 
crawl from one power to another, covering infamy 
with sophism, and stammering profaned words in 
order to redeem a shameful life.” A month had 
hardly passed before Benjamin Constant, a member 


of the Emperor's Council of State, wasJSriawin^ii^ 
the “ Additional Act.” Banished as aZaitor at the1| 
second Restoration, he was able to /ome back ta| 
France after 1 8 1 6 . In 1 8 1 9 he was ^turned for thej 
Chamber of Deputies, where to the 'end of his tyfe/ 
he remained the eloquent leader of the constitutional^ 
Opposition. The Revolution of 1830, his grateful:-' 
daughter, summoned him to the Presidency of the 
Council of State. He died on December 8th, 1,830, 
and he was given a public funeral. 

These are the main lines of his career. They are 
broken and contradictory. If we penetrate to the 
details of his actions, if we enter into his soul, we , 
discover contradictions that astonish us, internal 
struggles whose violence amazes us, and we say to 
ourselves : There were in this man several men who 
might have done great and fine things had they not 
been forced to prey upon one another by an intolerable 
and indissoluble union. 

The man whose lot it was to draw up the 
“Additional Act,” to contribute to the “ Mercure” 
of 1816, and, at critical periods, to defend liberty^ 
from his place in the Chamber, this man was nbt borjjS 
with a generous love for mankind. He was boijlj® 
to them by no sympathy. When he knew th .tjmSBeS 
despised them. 

u I treat other people with consideration, but 
I do not like them, lienee it is that l\am little 
hated and hardly liked at all. — I am riot rii.uch 
more interested in myself than in others.’' Sismondi 
reproaches him for never speaking seriously. “ It 
is true/ 5 he says, “my disposition is such that I 
take too little interest in persons and things to seek 
to persuade, I limit myself, therefore, to silence and 
to flippancy. The best quality Heaven has given me 





psj'tMt of i£Hfusmg myself wr£K' mylelf.” With this 
|franie of 'mind it was difficult to cherish any illusions 
I- about the bermfi ts of liberty. He had shown himself 
^favourable to^he Revolt don at its beginning, hut 
; wi^hout ardour and without much hope. He wrote 
jin 1790: “The human rac> is born foolish and is 
; guided*by knaves. That is .he rule; but, having to 
cfioose among knaves, T give my vote for the Mira- 
. beaus and the Barnavcs rather than the Sartines and 
the Breteuils.” 

These are certainly not the tones of the Liberal 
tribune. His brow has not yet been warmeu. Six 
years later a glowing breath proceeding from a 
woman’s lips will inflame it. Benjamin Constant 
drew all his inspirations from lips that he 
loved; women determined his opinions, his speeches, 
ancf his arts. Madame de Strel is for ten years 
his conscience and his il'umination. Afterwards, 
with tears in his eyes, lie vainly asks of Madame 
Rdcamier what he must do and what he must 
believe. 

He did not borrow his ideas from women ; he was 
too intelligent for that. But, as he loved them, he 
thought for them, and in the way they wished. 
Alone, he was incapable of tak.ng any side. Never 
*Was there a more undecided man. Ideas rose up 
too numerous and too nimble in his brain. They 
shaped themselves, not, like an army, into solid 
battalions, but into light companies like the bees of 
the Attic poets and philosophers, or like the dancers 
in a ballet whose groups are incessantly composed 
and decomposed harmoniously. He had an imagina- 
tive and inquiring spirit Wi*:h reflection everything 
becomes difficult. Politicians are like horses, they 
cannot go properly without blinkers. Benjamin 
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Constant’s misfortune was that he hajrnbnei‘: He^ 
knew it, and he proffered himself to he blindfolded.; 

I have said that he loved women!? It is almost!^ 
true. He would have loved them / he could, and,; 
if he had not been as incapable of love as of belief.;' 
At least he knew that it is they alone who jjive life 
whatever value it has, and that this world, which is 
merely bad, would, without them, be quite uninhabit- 
able. This feeling, which filled three-quarters &f his 
life, caused him to commit glaring faults, dictated his; 
happiest pages, and now, moreover,, assures for his 
memory a sort of attraction which we cannot resist. 

I will not say *hat Benjamin Constant loved himself 
in the persons of women, for he had no more predi- 
lection for himself than for others. But he dispelled 
his boredom with them, and by dint of seeking passion 
he on one occasion very nearly attained it. He bSgan 
well. At eighteen, he fell in love with a witty and 
intelligent woman of forty-five. He remained her 
friend. Another affair would have ended in the same, 
gentle fashion had Madame de Stael been willing.* 
But, this time, Benjamin had the unhappiness' t oyjjiii 
loved even when he himself had ceased to \o^e.j^^n 
is the commonest result of those affairs th^rqr fijw 
people together without uniting their interests. For 
the man has gained his end by possession, whilst thf 
woman expects an infinite gratitude for the gift she 
has made. She complains that she has been deceived, 
as if a man could fall in love without first of all 
deceiving himself! The guest of Coppet had to 
suffer the most violent storms that have ever broken 
upon a perjured man’s head. It is an episode upon 
which nothing remains to be said. We know only , 
too much about those feminine transports, those out-,, 
bursts, that long and cruel rupture. We have heard 1 
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the bitter laments of our luckless hero, and in the 
autobiographical novel, “ Adolphe,” we have found 
again the softqned echo of those laments. Adolphe 
^mpathises wiVji the grief-stricken wonder of the 
he has deceived ; he understands that there is 
"something sacred in this soul which suffers because 
it joves* Where at first he had perceived nothing 
but tiresome effusions, lie now perceives the august 
fervour of a living and wounded heart. 

When he was thirty-five, and no longer in love, he 
used to say : “,My heart is too old to open itself 
to fresh ties.” But fifteen years later he felt him- 
self still young and he plunged into the whirlwind. 
In this he was like other men. For my own part, I 
have heard many people exclaim at forty, or even 
at thirty, that they felt themselves old and touched 
■by 5 moral decay which they knew to be without 
remedy. I ha^e found them again, ten and twenty 
years later, boasting of their inexhaustible youth. 

I have said that Benjamin Constant nearly fell 
completely in love. It is Madame Rdcamier, with 
“her face of an angel and a school-girl,” who 
performed that half-miracle. She made him crazy 
by merely taking off her gloves : 

♦ 

“ Facie tenerisque lacertis 
Devovet . . * 

.Did she do this unintentionally? Benjamin 
Constant did not believe it, and it is very probable he 
was right. He wrote letters to her in which one 
feels the fire of his love. He said to her : “ To 
love is to suffer, but it is also to live. And, for such 
a long time past 1 have not been alive.” For her 

* “ By her face and tender arms 
She casts a spell upor him. 3 ’’ 
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he wrote the famous article in the Debats ” oiT 
March 19th, 1815. But the divine Jmiefhad 'secret^ 
which enabled her to transform im most viotent| 
loves into peaceful friendships, following Saintt 
Cecilia’s example, she knew how to make a pulpit 
of abstinence out of the sofa on which the painter”' 
David has shown her half-reclining form to us, 
and to transform into timid lambs those whom she ; 
received as ramping lions. Benjamin, after ten 
months of roaring, ended as a lamb. 

Having for the last time tried in vain to mask the 
frightful realities of life under the images of love, 
he entered, wii/i death in his heart, upon his frozen 
old age. 

“ When the age of passion has passed,” he says, 

“ what can one desire except to escape from life with . 
the least possible pain ? ” 6 

We may judge this man severely, but there is one ? 
greatness which we cannot deny him : he was very 
unhappy, and that is not the lot of a mean soul. 
Yes, he was very unhappy. He suffered cruelly 
through himself and through others. And he was 
not one of those true lovers who love their misery 
when it is a woman or a god who causes it. For 
sixty years he dragged through this world of 
sorrows the most wearied and the most restlesf 
spirit that a refined civilisation ever fashioned for 
tedium and disenchantment. He could not live 
with other men, and he could not live alone. “The . 
world tires my eyes and brain,” he used to say. “ I , 
am ruined by having been too long in the world.,* 
What an extinguisher for every form of talent ! ” 
He would exclaim: “Solitude! Solitude! more j 
necessary still for my talent than for my happiness. | 
I cannot describe my joy at being alone.” And the, ' 
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jiexL day he Would throw himself again into the 
Jworld, whe*re fts pride, the barrenness of his heart, 
Und the fastiureusness of his mind were preparing 
exquisite torture for him. One day, seeing clearly 
;?infc<4 the depths of his soul, he exclaimed : “ In 
^reality, I can dispense with nothing.” Everything 
• 'was necessary to him, and everything failed him. 
; Joy, virtue, happiness dignity, content, all withered 
up between his arid finger.. And he had strange 
outbursts of impat'ence at his fate: “ Jt is too bad 
not to have e;ther the pleasure to which one 
sacrifices one’s dignity nor the dignity to w’hich one 
^sacrifices one's pleasure.” What is there which he 
Idid not de-.ire ? Of w'hat enchantment has not this 
disenchanted man dreamed ? He calls at once upon 
both fame ai d love. He wants to fill the world 
|with*his name and Ms thought, end suddenly, in a 
1 little German town, meeting an old monk who had 
been employed for thirty years in ranging some 
.^Specimens on the shelves of a cupboard, he 
.envies the serenity, the calm and gentleness of the 
good man. He W'ants to have all joys, those of the 
. great and'those of the humble, those of the foolish 
and those of the w r ise. Goethe’s “ Faust ” seems 
commonplace to him. It is because Faust had only 
$mple and natural wishes when contrasted with his 
. own, and seemed reasonable compared with himself. 

' He believes in nothing, and yet he strives to taste 
•the delights with which pious souls are filled by the 
..divine love. 

Having conceived the idea of a book against all 
' religions, he writes, in perfect sincerity, a book in 
^favour of all religions. He confesses himself to 
.o.the Due de Broglie regarding the matter. “ 1 had 
.collected,” he says, ‘‘three or four thousand facts in 
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. support of my first thesis | tKey turn(^ngWa®Piftl| 
face at the word of command and now charge in the # 
opposite direction ! Is not that in example, of.: 
passive obedience ? ” • 

He has no faith, and yet he believes in* £11 
mysteries, even in those which Madame de Krudener 
taught during her penitent, restless, and devout old 
age.- In 18x5 he spent whole nights in that lady’s 
drawing-room, now on his knees in prayer, now 
stretched upon the carpet in ecstasy, beseeching God 
for Madame Recamier ! « 

Never was there a man who asked more from life 
than he, and never was there a man who had a’v 


greater spite against it for deceiving him. The 
feeling of human uncertainty filled him with grief. 
“Everything,” he says, “seems to me precarious and 
ready to escape from me. An impression thaf life 
has made upon me and one which does not leave me is 
a sort of terror of destiny. I never end the account 
of a day by writing down the date of the day 
following without a feeling of disquiet regardfh gil 
what that day following may bring me.” At th$|l|flf 
seven he is in despair. “J would not be* sorrj^to * 
be at an end with it all at once. What have ‘Js'-to 
expect from life ? ” . 

He had no Jove for his misery, but fiif had a pridfc 
in it. “ if I were happy in the vulgar manner I 
should despise myself.” And, as if it were necessary, 
that everything in his life should be ironical, he 
derived his last happiness from roulette. People 
thought him malicious. He was not. He was 
capable of sympathy and of a sort of deliberate, 
pity. Better still, he preserved a solid friendship 
for Julie Talma as long as she lived, and when she 
was dead he wrote some exquisite pages about her.i 



Pfie' iiK of these is' grave and touching. Here 
it. is : 

“ The death of Julie’s young jst son was the cause of ner own, and 
the signal fora decline as manifest as it was rapid. . . . Her health, 
o'ffefcgi wavering, had appeared to struggle against nature as long r 
hope* had susiained h r, or the cares which she lavished on hor 
dying son Jiad buoyed he* uo. When she saw that there was no 
more good to be done, li^r "tcengch abandoned her. Sh^went 
baric to Paris i 1 !, and, a the /cry Mfltpf her arrival, alt the 
■doctors gave her up. Her illnes 5 la three mouthy . 

When symptoms which she ret jgnised|^^^o well, for shel&d seen 
them in the long illness of her youngest suddenly enlightened 
her about her state, her face at first clouded over ; but she drove 
away this impression, she spoke of it only in such a manner as In 
’an indirect wav to beg of friendship to join with her in removing 
it. At last .he terrible moment came. . . , Her illness, which 
'sometimes had appeared to modify her character, had not had the 
same empire over her intellect. Two hours before she died, she 
Spoke with interest of the objects that had engaged her all her 
life, a*id her weighty and profound reflections on the degradation 
’of the human race when crushed down by despotism were mixed 
with p-mgcni witticisms upon the individuals who have signalised 
themselves most in this career of degradation. Death came to put 
ap end to the exercise of so many faculties which physical sufler- 
Ifng had not been able to weaken. Even in her last moments 
Julie retained all her reason. Not being able to speak, she indi- 
cated by signs ttyfc distance which she thought it still possible to 
give her. J>he s&Rcezed my hand as a sign of gratitude. It was 
thus that she rhea/*. 

Human sufficing wounded the fastidiousness of 
•fjiis senses and the purity of his intelligence. He 
had a sterile but sincere hatred for it. Bringing ill- 
fortune to others as well as to himself, he never 
wished to cause the evil he wrought. I read in 
an unpublished letter which he wrote in 1815 to 
the Baroness de Gerando : “A singularity of my 
life is that I have always been regarded as the most 

, 4 “Lettre sur Julie,” in the sequel to “Adolphe.” Livy’s 
edition, p. 214, 
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heartless and the coldest of men, while 1 hj^e cdti- ;' 
tinually been governed and tormented by' feelings 
independent of all calculation and even destructive- 
of the interests of my rank, my reputation, or my 
fortune.” J* 

Most assuredly, he did not govern himself either 
by self-interest or by calculation. He did not 
govern himself at all, and that is what he has bebn 
blamed for . A public man , he gained popularity 
without ever winning regard. At the end of his 
troubled life, sometimes so brilliant and always so 
sad, he asked for a place in the Academy. The 
Academy refused it, and, to aggravate its refusal, ; 
gave the place to'M. Viennet, who was a blockhead, / 
but who did not lack esteem. It was thus that' 
Benjamin Constant accomplished his destiny to the 
end, and suffered from not being able to inspire* the 
confidence which he unceasingly solicited. But how 
could confidence be placed in a man who distractedly . 
pursues passion when passion flees from him, who \ 
despises men and labours to make them free, whose* 
speech is but the brilliant jingle of sharp-edged con- 
tradictions which lacerate his intelligence? and his 
heart ? 

I kept for a long time in my study a portrait 
of this great tribune whose eloquence, we are told^ 
was cold and, like his heart, permeated by the breath " 
of death. It was a simple sketch made during* the 
last years of the Restoration by a relative of mine, 
the psfflfcr, Gabriel Guerin, of Strasburg. It was 
includHFnve years ago in a division of family pro- 
perty, and I do not know what became of itfjj|I 
regret it. ] had caught a feeling of sympathy*f« 
that long and pale face, stamped with so much saf^ 
ness and irony, whose features ^ad more subtlet| 



the greater number of men. Its ex- 
£r^i$i was neither very simple nor very clear. But it 
:^yas;ehtirelystrange. It had something exquisite and 
^miserable, something infinitely accomplished and 
ihi^nitely painful, doubtless because the spirit and 
the life of Benjr.min Constant were reflected in it. 

And'for a thi nki * ! g being, there is no unmo’fing 
spectacle in the portrait of this man who longed for 
stornjs, and who, led by passion, by boredom, by 
ambition, and by chance into public life, professed 
liberty without.believing in it. 


This i? his special characteristic, but it is also one of the 
signs of the ^ime. Compare Chateaubriand: u Arise quickly, ye 
longed-for storms which are destined to bear Ren6 away ! ” 



A NOVEL AND A GENER, 
“ LE CAVALIER MIS] 


"E CAVALIER I 

Chasseurs,” has r 

novel, and this nai 

face, “ to apply c 
and the methods of the analytical n 
of the nature of the Soldier. . * . 
brought upon the stage in al 1 the conf 
and two essential personages placed 
light : the Man and the Regiment, — 1 
plication of details, a very simple dra 
their antagonism, from their reeipn 
their concubinage, and from their 
that is the whole book; upon the 
but literature built upon the truth.’ 

So far so good, but it remains 
the truth is, and whether M. Abel 
is valid. We know already that thi 
truth of the colonel of the 12 th regi 
If lions could write, if the color] 
regiment were to write a novel aboi 
it cannot be doubted that it wou! 
Quite different from “Le Cavalier M: 




^ieritat? ? to affirm that it would not be a naturalist', 
’hovel. - "' I -have said that “ Le Cavalier Miserey” is. 
It. is out-and-out naturalist. We must not under- 
stand by this that it is brutal. On the contrary, 
It^seems rather mealy-mouthed. The author has 
avoided scurrility in a subject where it would be met 
at ever/ turn, for troopers are not young ladies, and 
thte language of the barracks is not like that of 
drawmg-rooms. M. Abel Hermant only gives us a 
Softened echo of the troupers’ slang. But his book is 
Entirely cast in the mould of the new novel. Each 
portion of it is taken minutely by itself and treated 
according to the formula. Descriptions, interspersed 
.yvith bits ..,i" dialogue, succeed one another with a 
fmonotony from whiph, I am afraid, the reader may 
Experience some fatigue. They are precise and 
i^jyitkout much brilliancy. There are little land- 
scapes in the places where novelists are accustomed 
to put them. These, although but short, are too 
Ibng, for Miserey and his companions do not see 
■jjtliem. In brief, we are conscious of the composi- 
tion everywhere, and I am right in saying that it 
‘is a naturalist novel. I know better ones and I 
know worse, but I see none more typical. I his 
example is £s cold and correct as a model for school 
i^xerciscs. 

. M. Emile Zola too, will, sooner or later, give us 
a mflhary novel. He has promised us one. But I 
Vyvill wager that his novel will be less naturalist than 

Le Cavalier Miserey.” There are many reasons why 
f should win my bet. The first is that if M. Zola 
has, invented naturalism, others have perfected it. 
The machines that inventors construct are always 
rudimentary. 

Lt is also necessary to bear in mind thatM. Zola is 



Hellas not succeeded in overpoWeriri'g r ihp^|6J?^^ 
imagination. He is a poet in his owft.'^^nn 
without refinement and without grace, bul ! n:6^^|0|| 
out audacity and energy. He sees things massiyejjj|| 
sometimes he even sees them grandly. He presses 
forward to the type and aims at the •symboli 
Though he labours to copy, he is so clumsy that 
he invents and creates ! His conception of the 
“ Rougon-Maquart,” which is to show 'every 
physiological state and all social conditions in £ 
single family, has in it something huge and sym-, 
metrical which reveals that its author is possessed 
by the most ardent idealism. His starting-point , 
heredity, has nothing scientific about it save jts ; 
appearance. Now, the laws of heredity are not! 
known, and for this reason he has founded his work 
upon fiction. If we look at the essence of thingsi 
we see that he is as much a descendant of the auttek 
of the “Wandering Jew” as of the authqgBB 
“ Cousine Bette,’’ and even the latter wasgp|lH| 
realist. M. Zola’s instincts are repugnant^^®^* 
observation. Of all worlds, it is nia^cwnVwhij#) 
he seems to know least. He divines, .and it is^uji 


divination that he takes pleasure; y He has the 
visions, the hallucinations of a hermif! He anir 
mates inert matter, he invests things With thought? 
In the depths of his retreat he evokes the soill of 
crowds. Medan provides a hiding-place for the last 
of the romantics. 


Add to this that the army which M. Zola will! 
depict for us is that of Sebastopol, of Magenta, and 
of Reichshoffen. It is an historical army of which 
nothing but the memory remains, dear indeed to th^ 
nation, but already distant. The immense ffarii^ 


wdntii..: ia- net ; ours. • HSr 
p^ETOrrecloffg to history. M. Zola, confined within 
|m Second Empire, is a sort of Walter Scott. It 
|snot 1 , but M. Jules Lemaitre, who made this 
remark,* and it is true. The naturalism of the 
Author of the “ Rougon Maquart ” is complicated 
by archaism. He will soon have to collect his 
jiuman documents in the museums. When the time 
|omes for him to prepare his military novel he 
will examine tKe old rifles of the conquerors of 
jSolferino just as the romantic Scotsman used to look 
%t an old c'aymore dug out of a battlefield by the 
Coulter of a plough. 

P It is possible then that M. Abel Hermant may be 
tile last as well as the first naturalist of the army. 
$jfe must hope so, lor the idea of examining a 
•egimcnt through a microscope is not a good one. 
r M. Hermant has desired to place “the army very 
and to speak “of the regiment with that 
iispecies of passionate religion which it inspires in all 
iljiose wha-feuw had : :the honour of wearing the 
^uniform.’’ I| is he himself who says this, and I 
believe him, -"but it is certain that he has not come 
jiiear to success. And how could he reach so 
mbble an end with the aid of the wretched plot he 
dias ‘invented ? How can one teach the religion 
,of the flag by telling the story of a trooper 
deserts to follow a harlot, and then steals a 
^mrade’s watch? I shall place on the stage, he 
jplls us, the man and the regiment. And this is the 
|$an he gives us as the type of the soldier ! As for 
phe. regiment, I admit that here and there he has had 
the feeling of this “ simple and powerful organism ” 

1 9), of “this enormous body, living with the 

tr 
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diffused personality of the ocean, where individuajf; 
are dissolved and count for no more than the unity 
of a drop of water” (p. 18). His hero, who, how- 
ever, is only a vicious peasant, feels, “ as they all: 
feel, the necessity of the law which despatches 1 
conscripts from one end of France to the other^ and by 
a single stroke makes them orphans whom the army 
adopts” (p. 199). He even experiences “the 
humble pride of obscure men who have for a 
moment a clear consciousness of their useful and' 
unknown part in a great work ” (p. 2*22). But what 
becomes of the majesty of the regiment in those long 
and painful sce./es that monotonously disclose to us 
the awkward timidity of Captain Weber, the silliness 
and humiliation of Captain du Simard, and the- 
bewildered enthusiasm of Captain Ratelot, ^ho, 
after six years in Africa, still knows how to read/ 
but to his amazement cannot understand anything of 
what he reads? It has been said that these officers; 
are maliciously drawn after nature from the staff 
of a regiment in which the author served as a 
volunteer. I do not believe this. Th*j ?.t£ jnvented : 
I insist upon it. Even then they are regrettable 
inventions. 

The fault is the author’s. The fault is also that 
of a type of literature which the public has imposed 
upon him. These perpetual analyses, these minute 
recitals that are given us as so full of truth, are, on 
the contrary, injurious to truth as well as to justice 
and to modesty. It is claimed that naturalist fiction 
is literature founded on science. In reality it is 
disowned by science, which only knows the true, and 
by art, which only knows the beautiful. In vain 
does it drag its dull deformity from the one to the: 
other. Both reject it. It is not useful and it i$ 



Ugly.,* It is a monstrosity, and soor we shall be 
astonished at it. 

|;|To say everything is to say nothing. To show 
everything is to make as see nothing. The duty of 
literature is to note what counts, and to light up 
What i$ suited to the light. If it ceases to choose 
i#dtolove, it becomes Wke a woman who gives her- 
self without preference. There is a literary truth 
as well as a scientific truth, and do you know the 
name of that literary truth? It called poetry. 
In art everything is false which is not Jbeautiful. 
Were each detail of M. Abel Hermant’s book exact, 
1 would still say that the whole is without truth, 
because it is without poetry. It is never, do not 
forget, by exactness of detail that the artist obtains 
the resemblance of the whole. It is, on the contrary, 
by a just vnd supeiior view of the whole that he 
arri /es at an exact understanding of the parts. The 
reason of this is easy to conceive. It is that, whoever 
we.be, we are so formed that we truly understand 
and feel only the general form and, so to speak, 
the spirit ji* things, and that, on the contrary, the 
elements which constitute these things escape our 
observation and our intelligence owing to their infi- 
nite complexity. A glimpse of some of the outlines 
of a form are sometimes enough to give us a great 
low^. All the revelations of the microscope would add 
nothing to it, or, rather, they would be impertinent. 
Art is love. This is why it needs no microscope. 

I should doubtless flatter myself if I believed 
that the honourable colonel of the 12th regiment of 
cavalry was inspired by these ideas when he issued 
the general order by which he forbade his men to 
fcead “Le Cavalier Miserey.” In ordering that 
every copy seized in quarters should be “ burned on 



the dung-heap,” the head of the tegimeht Mad^th^ 
reasons than mine, and I hasten to say’ that his 
reasons were infinitely better than mine. I regard; 
them as excellent reasons because they were military 
reasons. People desire independence in art* •' € 
desire it too ; I am jealous for it. The writey must 
be able to say everything, but he cannot be permitted 
to say it in every fashion, in all circumstances, and 
about all sorts of persons. He does not move in 
the absolute. He is in relation with men. That 
implies duties. In his mission of enlightening and, 
of beautifying life, he is independent ; he is not 
when he wishes *o disturb and to injure it. He is 
bound to touch sacred things with respect. And if 
there is, by the consent of all, a sacred thing in 
human society, it is the army. 

Besides its greatness, it has, of course, like ill 
human things, its wretched pettinesses. It is a suffer- 
ing thing since it is an heroic thing. Pity may be 
mingled with the respect which it inspires. The 
poet, Alfred de Vigny, has done this at a time which 
now seems distant, and has done iy. with all the 
gentleness and all the dignity of his genius. 

M. Abel Hermant he had served in the army, thoi 
not, it is true, for one year as a private, b'ut for.ss 
years as an officer. He had left his regimentwijtfeii 
tain’s epaulets. Some years afterwards, 836, &e 
published his noble book, “ Servitude e# Grandeur 
militaires.” I do not know that any colojel of cavalry 
has had copies of that work burned upon the dung- 
heap of his barracks. I have nowhere seen that 
the noble writer had the pain of wounding any old 
brigand of the Loire, annoyed by the uselessness of his 
old age and by the memory of his glory. However, 
in those grave and sad pages there are intellectual 
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laxities' to which M. Abel Hermant has notrisen, 
Int them we find reproaches against the army, and 
|fii : ideal which is often revolutionary and sometimes 
jfbimerical. The author deplores the passive obe- 
dience of the soldier and the subjection of the will of 
Sill to a, rule whose imperious necessity he does not 
fhfiiciently recognise. But nothing bitter or vile is 
|fiingled with his complaint. He never ceases to 
honour those whom he pities. He can say everything, 
because in all he says he retains the love of men and 
.fespect for theif virtues as well as for their suffer- 
ings. From the very beginning, he shows the peaceful 
gravity of his heart and a nobility of soul whjfch in 
bur day seems to be lost. “ I shall say little tof the 
l^arrior,” he says, “ having seen little of war ; but I 
have a right co speak of the virile customs of the 
Hpny, in which fatigue and tedium were not spared 
nie, a id which steeped my soul in a patience that is 
Proof against everything, for they made me throw 

t y strength into solitary recollection and study.” 
v fterwards he depicts the army as at once a slave 
tod a q&jgen. t’\d he salutes it twice, in its misery 
ahd in its pory. He would like it to think more. I 
believe he is. wrong, and that the army ought not to 
tlvnk, since it ought to have no will of its own. 
•But with what delicacy he speaks of the somewhat 
tidle and belated spirit of that army as he had known 
jjtj “ It is,” he says, “a body separated from the 
jgjeat body of the nation, and it seems the body 
a child.” Again, how he celebrates everywhere 
ppth in officers and soldiers the virtue of virtues, 
Sacrifice, which is the greatest beauty of the world, 
tod which must be admired even when it is involun- 
•tary ! In a word, how well he can see the greatness 
little things ! 
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• ’ That is the way in which the ark must b.e touched; 
the way in which the army must be spoken of ^ 
M. Abel Hermant will one day recognise that, with* 
out intending it, he has wounded feelings that lie 
closest to our hearts. He will recognise that it is 
unjust to show only the lesser sides of great* things^ 1 
and to see in the army only the ugly humiliations 
of garrison life. In a letter addressed to the,; 
Minister of War, in which nothing but the occa- 
sion can be blamed, the author of “Le Cavalier 
Miserey” has made a declaration “which honours 
him. “I have enough military spirit,” he has said, 
“ to approve absolutely of the measure taken by 
the colonel of the 12th regiment if he believed he 
saw in my book a single phrase that was of a sort 
to have diminished the prestige of their superiors in 
the eyes of the men.” 

For my own part I know only a single line of the 
famous order which the colonel caused to be read in 
the Chartreux barracks at Rouen. , .. 

It is this : “ Every copy of ‘ Le Cavalier Misere^ 
seized in the barracks will be burmxa-oQs^jhe diS 
heap, and every soldier who is found with it itj 
possession will be punished with imprisonmet| 

It is not a very elegant phrase, I 'agree. L 
should be better pleased to have written it tkafr’to' 
have written the four hundred pages of “ Le Cavalier. 
Miserey.” For I am sure that it is of infinitely 
greater value to my country. 



THE JOURNAL OF THE 
GONCOURTS 


I^OPLE are sometimes blamed for 
speaking of themselves. Yet it is 
the subject which they treat o f best. 
They are interested in it them- 
selves, and they often make us share 
in that interest. There are, I know, 
wearisome confidences, but the bores 
jwho plague us by teliing us their own histories 
completely overpower us when they relate those of 
bther people. A writer is rarely so well inspired as 

P hen he talks about himself. T’ c poet’s pigeon is 
ght when he says : 

vi “ Mon voyage dc point 

Vou;, s£ia d’un pin is?r extreme. 

je dinjL: ‘ j ; 6tais la ; telle chcse m’advint : 1 

\ ous yxroirez etre vous-mcme.’’ * 

It k true that he says this to a friend, whilst the 
authors of memoirs write for strangers; but men 
Ixave an affection for each other even when they are 
wot acquainted. Every reader is willing to be a 
friend. There is not a single journal or volume of 
memoirs, confessions, or confidences, nor an autO- 

17. ,* “The account of my journey will give you the greatest pleasure. 
Tshall say : ‘l wts there ; 9uch and such an incident befell me/ 
|bu will believe that it happened to yourself/* 




bgraphiciil romance, which has not 
author posthumous sympathies. Marmbhte!|pT^ 
not interest us at all when he speaks of Belisarii^| 
or of the Incas ; but he interests us intensely asteBOlf 
as he begins to tell us about a little Limousin iSoy- 
who read the “ Georgies ” in a garden where the bees 
were murmuring. He can touch and move us then^ 
because he himself was that little child, because 
the bees are those whose honey he ate, those 
which his aunt warmed in the hollow of her hand, 
and refreshed with a drop of wine when she found 
them benumbed with the cold. His imagination, 
excited by such v : vid memories, takes warmth, 
colour, and animation. How well he depicts for us 
the young village lad he was when, nurtured upon 
Latin, and glowing with health, he paid vi^jtSfc; 
to the boudoirs of the young ladies of the theatre; 
after he had left school ! Then he makes us seii 
and feel everything, he who is usually the coldest 
writers. What a thing it is, then, if a great genii 
a Jean-Jacques Rousseau, or a Chateaubriand, deigns 
to depict himself ! 

I do not speak of St. Augustine’s “ Confessions ” ; 
the great doctor does not confess enough in them. 
His is a spiritual book, which satisfies divine lov$ 
better than human curiosity. Augustine confesses 
to God and not to man ; he hates his sins, and it* is 
only those who still love their faults who make 
delightful confessions. He repents, and nothing 
spoils a confession like repentance. He says, for 
instance, in two charming phrases, that when quite 
tiny he was seen to smile in his cradle ; and imme- 
diately he endeavours to demonstrate “ that there is 
corruption and malignity even in children who afe 
still at the breast.” The saint spoils the man to my 



^pit’^ep -loaded with pears close beside his father’s-; 
^#yard, and that ne day he went with a crowd of 
jvpung vagabonds to shal.e the tree and to steal the 
fruit which fell from it. Does he make of this one 
'pf those familiar pictures ■ uch as deNght us in the 
first pagesof Jean-jacqie: Rousseau’s “Confessions”? 
df if that is askingWoo much, sonie elegant and sober 
ifiajrative in the strife of the minortiGreek story- 
tellers.? No! “THat; he exclaims, * is the state 


in which, oh jny Lord ! was the miserable heart 
Which it has pleased Thy mercy to drag out of the 

J ;hs of the abyss ! ” As if an urchin who stole 
e wretched pears had fallen into the depths of 
abyss ! 

He confesses his love-affairs, but he does not do it 
yvitih grace, because he does it with shame. He speaks 
jonly of ‘‘pestilences,” and of “infernal vapours which 
'arose out of the corrupt deptn of his concupiscence.” 
Nothing could be more moral, but, at the same 
time, nothing less graceful. He does not write for 
|he .curious ; he writes against the Manicheans. 
Thalliayipys nfe doubly, for I am curious, and a 
little ^BpManichean. But such as they are, free of 
*Wfc?or'of -the flesh, and of disgust at our terres- 
trian^ktencc, Augustine’s “ Confessions ” have con- 
tributor more than all the other books of the saint 


to make him known and loved throughout the ages. 

L As for Rousseau, whose soul held so many 
|niseries and grandeurs, one cannot charge him with 
jhlaving made a half-hearted confession. He con- 
fesses both his own faults and those of others with 
|marvellous readiness. To tell the truth costs him 
Itching. He knows that, however ignoble and vile 
fit be, he can render it touching and beautiful. He 



Has secrets tor tnat, tne' , sccrets or 
like fire, purifies everything. Poo , o 
Jacques! He moved the world. He said to: 
mothers : “ Nurse your children yourselves.” And- 
young women became nurses, and painters repre*: 
sented the most beautiful ladies with a child at th| 
breast. He said to men : “Men are borft good? 
and happy ; Society has made them unhappy artd 
wicked. They will recover happiness by returning 
to Nature.” Then queens became shepherdesses 
and ministers became philosophers, legislators pro-5 
claimed the rights of man, and the people, natu- 
rally good, massacred the prisoners for three days 
in the prisons. But if Jean-Jacques has readers 
to-day it is not because, with enchanting eloquence^? 
he brought into the world a new feeling of? love! 
and pity, mingled with the falsest and most fatal! 
ideas that ever man has held concerning Nature! 
and Society. It is not because he wrote the finest 
of love stories. It is not because he made new* 
sources of poetry flow. It is because he has painted; 
his own pitiful existence, because he has related what; 
happened to him in this sad worlds from the time ; 
when he was but a young vagabond, vicious, thieving, 
ungrateful, yet alive to the beauty qf things, aqd; 
filled with the sacred Jove of Nature, to the day 
when his restless soul sank into the blackest gloom.| 
The “Emile” and the “ New Helo'ise” are hafdly 
opened any longer ; the “ Confessions ” will be read? 
for ever. i 

Of Chateaubriand also we scarcely read more than; 
a single book; it is the “Memoires d’Outre-Tombe,’’;. 
in which he has told us of himself. He has painted; 
himself in all his books, in the Rene of tjhe: 
“Natchez” and of “ Amelie,” in the EudoreoE 




ari3" "in ” : /13$ ' Dernier ' .^| 
^eht&rages.” From the depths of the magnibcent' 
solitude of his genius he never saw anything in this’ 
world except himself and his train of women. How- 
ever, we prefer the book in which he depicts him- 
self, I do not say without preparation, bur without 
disguiSe, with -a pride tempered by irony, and with a 
8®rt of haughty good-fellowship and a profound bore- 
dom, which is nevertheless enlivened by a brilliant 
play of words — in a word, the “ M6moires.” For 
' him, as for Jean-Jacques, the posthumous book is the 
hook that has lived. 

Yes, we love all confessions and all memoirs. 
No, writer^ do not bore us when they speak of their 
ifown lives and of their hates, their joys, and their 
griefs. There are several' reasons for this. Here 
arfi two of them. The first is that a journal, a 
memoiial, a volume of reminiscences, escapes all the 
■fashions, all the conventions that are imposed on 
the works of the mind. 

A poem or a novel, however beautiful it may be, be- 
comes old-fashioned when the literary form in which 
■it was conceive?! grows old. Works of art cannot 
please for long, since novelty forms a great part of 
the pleasure they give. Now, memoirs are not works 
of art. An autobiography owes nothing to fashion. 
,We look in these simply for human truth. This 
reth.trk will become clearer if I extend it to the 
chronicles. Gregory of Tours has painted his soul 
iand his world in a crude and affected narrative. 
Yet that narrative still lives and still moves us. 
fThe verses of his contemporary, Fortunatus, exist 
|no longer as far as we are concerned. They have 
■perished with the Latin barbarism of which they 
■ were the ornament. 




second place, we ought to coftsidS^PJ^S 
there is in each of us a desire for truth, which capses 
us at certain moments to reject the most beautiful 
fictions. This is a deep-rooted instinct. It is barfi 
with us. When I tell the story of “ The Goose Giri j 
to my little girl, she does not fail to ask me if it is 
true that the princess’s ring was really in tKe cake, 
if it all happened, and if fairies still exist. 

These, 1 believe, are the two principal reasons why 
we like the letters and the little diaries of grea| 
men so much, and even those of n\en who are no|j 
great if they have loved something, or believed some| 
thing, or hoped for something, and if they haVe| 
left a part of themselves at the end of their pen$i; 
Indeed, if one thinks of it, the mind of a common^ 
place man is in itself a wonder. 

There is much to admire in an ordinary pessc® 
even if we do not reckon the fact that what 
admire in him is also to be found in ourselyi's 5 -^ 
and that is pleasant to us. I should certainly dis- 
courage some of my friends from writing a drama or 
an epic poem, but I would discourage nobody fron^ 
dictating his memoirs, nobody, noC even my Breton 1 
cook, who can only read the printed letters of hep 
Mass-book, and who firmly believes £hat my housej 
is haunted by the soul of a shoemaker who comesj 
every night to ask for her prayers. That would be afi? 
interesting book in which one of these poor, obscur# 
souls would explain itself and would explain thifc 
world with a foolishness whose depth would almost 
become poetry. 

Such a book would move us. We should bS 
forced, in spite of the pride of our intellect, to recog® 
nisethe relationship which links that humble intellil 
gence to ours, and to greet it as one of our owlt 


i^mpestorsk . Forfwe have all had a grandmother who'; 
fbeiieved in the shoemaker’s ghost. Our science, our 
/philosophy, spring from old wives’ fables. But what 
l^ill spring from our philosophy ? 

Lorddan Larchey, a learned man whose mind 
li ’full of ironical curiosities, published some time 
a small collection of memoirs composed by 
obscure and simple people. I have a confused recol- 
lection of the diary of a sergeant, and of one of an 
if)ld lady, and there lingers in my mind the notion 
ftfeat they were *veiy interesting. We cannot read 
$jpo many memoirs and diaries, because we can never 
p ; udy men too much. 1 do not at all agree with 
||pse who think that too many intimate and personal 
§|rprks of this type have been published in our time, 
gj; I # do not believe that a person must be extra- 
ordinary in order to have the righc of saying what 
||e is. On the contrary, I believe that the confi- 
dences of ordinary people are good to hear. 

H As for those of men of talent, they have a special 
Itliarm, and that is why I, for my part, am delighted 
at the anticipated»publication of the “ Journal of the 
jGoncourts.” This journal, begun by the two 
|>rothers on .December 2nd, 1851, the day of the 
publication of their first book, was continued, after 
;?he death of the younger, by the survivor, although 
fee had no thought of publishing it. He read some 
pages of it in the country last year to M. Alphonse 
|)audet, his friend, who was rightly struck by the 
Interest of those brief and sincere notes, those 
immediate impressions. He urged M. de Goncourt 
to make them public at once, and his gentle violence 
prevailed over the author’s scruples. We already 
Know the first part of this journal. It covers ten 
.years, and reaches up to 1861. The publication 




seems to 

■venience. In the first place, Wttle is sifi&yl!^^ 
, any except the dead. Affairs thirty years agb,.iir§ 
now, alas! ancient history. / ... y 

All the personages we se/in this first valume arS 
personages of the past. O&varni, Gautier, Fiaubert| 
Paul de Saint-Victor-/-we can speak of them with; 
all the freedom thqt their fleeting shades permit;! 
Some are becoming/ forgotten, others are becoming 
greater. Gavarni /appears in the “ Journal^” almost 
as the equal of tHe great artists of the Refessance| 
Painter, philosopher, mathematician, all that; he sayf 
is rare and profound. He thinks, and that is a I 
cause of wondp i n the -5. hist of all this world qi 
artists who arer content With seeing and feeling, r '-'m 
It is also <in be noted that this perfectly private^ 
journal is the same time perfectly litertiry&f 
The two av^f *°rs, who form but one, are so entirely 
devoted tr-Ptheir art, they are to such an extent its^ 
sacrifice and its victim, they have so entirely offeredl 
themselves to it, that their most secret thoughts 
belong to letters. They have taken pen and pape|f 
as QV ie takes the veil and the scapular. Their lif&| 
is a/' perpetual work of observation and expression^! 
Everywhere they are in the workshop — I “was goingl 
, to say at the altar and in the cloister. 

One is seized with respect for this persistent ? 
labour, which even sleep scarcely interruptedjLfoj* 
they observed and noted their very dreams. WSd^ 
although day by day they put in writing what they* 
saw and heard, one cannot suspect them for a single; 
moment of frivolous curiosity and indiscretion. 5 ! 
They neither heard nor saw except in art and fofl 
art. One would not, I think, easily find a second! 
example of that perpetual tension of two intelligence^ 
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ideas, all their sensations have a book as 
ueiralm. They lived in order to write. In that,; 

1' in their talent, they are essentially of their age. 
formerly, people wrote by hazard. Some people, 
•jcuch as the A.bb£ Prevosf, lived by their pens and wrote 
; a # great deal, but without an excessive and constant 
Expenditure of nervous force. Ordinarily, with the 
iassistance*of pensions, the trade of a man of letters 
lyss an extremely agreeable trade. 
wThe nineteenth century changed all that. It 
jjjfjras then that men of letters organised their whole 
Existence in view of literary production. Balzac, 
jGautier, Flaubert instinctively took heroic measures; 
jand went through the world like incomprehensible 
^strangers. But the Goncourts did better still. 
^Without distinguishing themselves by any external 
pmark from the society in which they were born, 
pithout affectation, simply and resolutely, they lived 

§ particular, special life, made up of religious obser- 
Snces, of harsh privations, of painful practices, 
pike these pious persons who, mingling with the 
"crowd and dressed like it, yet observe the monastic 
*fules of the. congregation to which they are secretly 
|afhliated. In this respect the “Journal of the 
SGoncourts ” is a unique document. I do not want 
to examine here whether, from the point of view 
of' the conception and execution of books, this 
|terary asceticism has not its serious inconveniences. 
But, when one has read the “ Journal ” of the years 
ptom 1851 to 1861, one understands better how an 
|&cessive cultivation of the nervous organism, a 
Jpnstant tension of eye and brain, produced “that 
Irtistic writing ” which M. Edmond de Goncourt 
Tgftly recognises as his own, and that minute notation 
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* *work of the two brothers. Their thouglit^and '.tro*® 
||tyle, created in a special atmosphere, have 
Igaiety of the open air and the easy joy of those^ 
•forms which are ripened by the sun. But it is a rare;* 
thing, and it is a thing to be reverenced ; for #ne of.= 
them died of finding it. The “ Journal ” explains tpj 
us how. ' I 


M! LECONTE DE LISLE AT THE 
FRENCH ACADEMY 

DO not know, it is impossible for me 
to know, the speech which M. Leconte 
de Lisle will deliver on Thursday 
next at the French Academy. But 
I imagine that it will be something 
noble, a grave pronouncement, in a 
spacious and elevated style, an elo- 
quent and aesthetic production. I shall be greatly 
surprised if we find in it ary anecdotes, digressions, 

! peculiarities, or free-and-easy expressions, or if it 
;shows want of care in the very slightest degree. 

; We shall be made to gaze upon an ideal portrait of 
!,the poet, or rather a portrait of the ideal poet. M. 
Victor Hugo will be praised worthily and generously, 
with a dogmatic inflexibility that will call to mind 
'those lives of the saints written in Latin by the 
great abbots of the eleventh century, in a spirit of 
absolute contempt for temporal and transitory things, 
■and with a single-minded regard for orthodoxy. For 
M. Leconte de Lisle is a priest of art, a crosiered 
and mitred abbot of the monasteries of poetry. 
iOr, better still, he is what M. Paul Bourget has called 
pim, a pope in exile. 

|j\ His address at the Academy will be full of cer- 
|ainty and infallibility. We shall be forced to 
^admire the imposing spaciousness of its liturgical 




united with the example of an entire _ . 
is the horoscope which I draw. Y ou may trtis£^j£| 
accuracy, for I am an astrologer. I know the heaf&$£ 
and I have observed in them M. Leconte de Lisle$| 

} I am not afraid of predicting, moreover, t^iat in 
the poet’s address there will be a bit about tlie? 
Middle Ages. I divine that that portion will b<sj 
brief and violent. At a pinch, I could construct if^ 
myself and omit nothing but the talent. M. Leconte 
de Lisle hates the Middle Ages. And his hatred,! 
being a poet’s, is very great and very simple. IC| 
resembles love. Like love it is fruitful ; poemsii 
have sprung from it (“ Le Corbeau,’’ “Un Acte de|j 
Charit£,” “ Les Deux Glaives,” “ L’Agonie d’uiiji 
saint,” “Les Paraboles deDon Guy,” “Hieronymus,”® 
“ Le L6vrier de Magnus ”). But I think this hatfed,; | 
although good for writing verses, would be bad foj ” 
writing history. M. Leconte de Lisle sees nothi 
in the Middle Ages but famines, ignorance, 

and burnings at the stake. That is enoUj 

enable you to write admirable verses if you 
poet like him. But, in reality, there were in those ' 
times quite other things, and they Would seem to| 
us less gloomy if we knew them bettei. There| 
doubtless were men who did a great deal of evil — fori 
we cannot exist without injuring something — but whct| 
did still more good, since they prepared the better! 
world which we enjoy to-day. They suffered greatly;* 
and they loved greatly. They began, under con-lf 
ditions rendered very difficult by invasions and thgl 
mixture of races, a new organisation of humara 
society which represents an amount of toil aiyff 
endeavour that leaves, one amazed. They carried 
to its highest degree the heroism of the military! 
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' < ydtiF ) works which have ! ^«parfed" ;'SSS 
in your sufferings which have not been fr 
ye blessed even in the errors of your courage and di 
your simplicity.” If it be true, as I believe it is 
that you were better than we are, I shall only praise 
you the more on that account. The tree is judgec 
by its fruits. May we deserve the same praise ! Mayll 
some day be said that our children are better than we/ 

It may be that, in his speech, M. Leconte de Lisle 
will show some disdain for the ppetry of these 
ancient times. If this, which I dare to predict, 
should happen, I shall respectfully point out to him 
that that poetry vas beautiful in its new-born fresh- 
ness, that, in its own day, it had the pleasing forts 
and colour of youth, that it helped men to endiB 
the tedium of life, that it gave to each of themjmm 
small portion of beauty of which all had need lllp 
lastly, that these old chansons de geste are pfnwit 
“ Iliads.” After which I shall make no difficulty 
about admitting that, to the poetry of the Trouveres 
and of the singers of lays and fabliaux , I prefer 
modern poetry, that of Lamartine;' for instance, and 
also that of M. Leconte de Lisle. 

You will doubtless be surprised tjliat I couple 
these two names. For, in truth, it is not usual tc 
do so. And, in truth also, nothing is less like 
the poems of Lamartine than the poems of M. 
Leconte de Lisle. In the latter, we admire their 


incomparable art. Of the former, it has been justly 
said, that they are written we know not how. 
’‘Leconte de Lisle desires to owe everything to talent. 
, Lamartine asked for nothing, except what he asked 
from genius. In a word, the contrasts are such that 
it would be superfluous and ridiculous to lay more 


mierfel^'^rdo so in spite of myself, from enjoy- 
jjaafe andf as La Fontaine says, “ because it amuses 
■ v But even were I not led to it by a natural 
Inclination I would still do so as an intellectual tonic. 
I; For ^uch an admiration seems to me to be an 
jjfiteellent exercise for the mind. It seems to me that 
jftrle has less chance of going entirely wrong in one’s 
plmiration when one admires things that are very 
different. I can confess this fearlessly after having 
Soncealed it so slightly : there are very few things in 
|his world of which I am sure. I speak only of 
this world, having good reasons for saying nothing 
if the others. Now, one of the things that seems 
m me most to elude human certainty on this earth 
Is the quality of a line of poetry. I look upon it as 
in affair of taste and feeling. I shall never believe 
|hat there is anything absolute in regard to this 
|hatter. M. Leconte de Lisle does. 
jf> In other matters he is a sceptic. He has very 
|tefinite ideas about the world and about life. His 
Philosophy, which has inspired his verses so often 
and with so magnificent a sadness, is a Pyrrhonist 
philosophy in which there ‘is no room for a single 
affirmation. " r I do not know if I exist, since I do 
|hot know what being is, is what he says con- 
tinually. Illusion envelops me on all sides. Life is 
% dream, diverted by images which have no possible 
Signification. 

“ Eclair, reve sinistre, eternite qui ment, 

La Vie antique est feite in6puisablement 
Du tourbillon fans fin des apparences vaines.” * 

# “ Lightning flash, sinister dream, eternity which deludes, Old 
i5|ife is unceasingly made up out of the endless whirlwind of* vain 
appearances,” 
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“denial of the absolute, whc? believes that^jiWflj^l^ 
is relative, that what is good for one is 
another, and that things are not what they ' se'em^ 
this same intellect suddenly changes its method <5® 
looking at things when it is a question «of arxj^ 
M. Leconte de Lisle does not know whether Jieji 
exists himself, but he knows without the shadow of; 


doubt that his verses exist absolutely. 

He teaches that the qualities of things are appear-! 
ances just as the things themselves ate illusions, but;* 
he, has no doubt that such and such a rhyme is goodj 
with an absolute goodness. Of poetry, he has a dqg|| 
made, religious, autocratic conception. He declare?! 
that a fine line will remain fine when the juffl isj 
extinct and when there are no longer men|Hffijomj 
its beauty can come to a knowledge 
He judges the oldest poems according l^Hrules ! 
which he looks upon as immutable and di^W| In. 
a word, this incredulous philosopher becomes, wjiei$| 
it is a question of his art, a faithful and zealous 
believer, the high abbot, the pope, whom I have 
just shown you in the attitude of an eloquent and] 
fanatical defender of the orthodoxy of verse. 

And if you believe I blame him 'for it, if you; 
believe that when I make this remark I take a plea-J 
sure in pointing out the contradictions of a superior; 
mind, you do me little justice and form a wrongs 
opinion of my thought. On the contrary, I regard 
this inconsistency as the happiest and best of things;.’ 
It would be enough to prove that the author of the;; 
“ Po&mes Barbares ” is more poet than philosopher^ 
that he is an instinctive, natural poet, a poet in the full 
meaning of the word, and that he is a poet through-* 
out his whole being. He forgets everything, even 
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irThat is an& propltioui ^ 

it is nattS^T Whatever our^j 
may be, wlP are yet forced to a*^ 
s' as if we did not doubt. If Pyrrho saw a beam 
ling upon his head, he would have turned aside, 
|Jf|iough he held the beam to be a vain and unin- 
£&liigible appearance, He would have naturally 
psared to take the appeara: ce of a crushed man. 
|Vell, in M. Leconte de Lisle’s case, poetry is action. 
0 T he thinks; he doubts. The moment he acts, 
seljeves. He does not then ask himself whether 
liSne ^erse is an illusion in the eternal illusion of 
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Ether- the images that he makes by 
and their sounds return to the 
Maya even before they have left it. 

ns ; he believes, He sees, he knows. 
| and with <t the intolerance which 
pillows it so closely. 

|| We never go outside of ourselves. That is a truth 
applicable to everybody, but one which is seen more 
fjearly in certain natures of a marked originality and 
definite character. The remark is interesting when 
applied to M. Leconte de Lisle’s work. This im- 
personal poet, who has striven with an heroic obsti- 
nacy to keep, like the God of creation, aloof from 
h.is work, who has never uttered a syllable about 
himself and his surroundings, who has desired to 
ence his soul, and who, while hiding his own secret, 
earned of expressing that of the world, who has 
lit words in the mouths of gods, virgins, and heroes 
Pall epochs and all times, who, rejoicing andglory- 
g in the strangeness of their forms and souls, has 
own us one after another, Bhagavat, Cunac6pa, 
lypatia, Niobe, Tiphaine and Komor, ’ Naboth, 
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tyr, Hialmar, Sigurd, Gudrun, Velleda, Nurmah£|| 
Djihan-Ari, Dom Guy, Mou^a-al-Kebyr, Kenward’lj^ 
MohMmed-ben-Amer-al-Mangour, the Abbot Hierbh| 
nymus, Ximena, the Malay pirates and the condor 6f| 
the Cordilleras, the jaguar of the pampas «and the^ 
humming-bird of the hills, Cape dogs and Atlantic^ 
sharks, this poet, in the final issue,, paints only| 
himself, shows only his own thought, and, as he*, 
alone is present in his work, he reveals under ,al|| 
these forms but one thing : the soul of Leconte| 
de Lisle. 

But it is enough. The greatest have done rioj 
more. They have only spoken of themselves|| 
Under false names they have shown us nothing;?! 
but themselves. The historian of Israel, the latest^ 
translator of the Bible, M. E. Ledrain, once 0 saidS 
in the “Positivist Review” that M. Renan drew his| 
own portrait in all his histories, and that he had;,]' 
especially shown himself, in the “ Antichrist,” under| 
the features of Nero. Nevertheless, M . Renan remains) 
the most sober-minded of men. We must under-; 
stand M. Ledrain’s proposition in an entirely philo- 
sophic and aesthetic sense. In this sense, I repeat that ; 
M. Leconte de Lisle has painted hifnseli in all his) 
characters, and above all in his Qa’tn. And what in) 
truth is the Qain of the “ Poemes Barbares”. but); 
a wild, solitary, timid, exasperated, weak man, some^ 
times melted into rapture yet hiding his tears) 
behind a proud misgiving, a violent spirit who con~S 
ceives of life and men in broad, simple lines, whoj 
reasons with a narrow though accurate logic, a pessi-J 

• This is the orthography given in the last edition of thef 
“ Poemes Barbares.” The earlier give “ Kain.” .. 


lilosoph'er tO whom- (Jodislthe principle 1 
. ^il'^siince He is the principle of life and life 
Entirely bad, ah artist contemptuous of fine 
lades, abounding in sonorous and dazzling images, 
l^at'poet ? 

But why then, you will say, does our poet seek 
i|ji$' forms and colours so far away, in northern 
jpcandinavia and in ancient Asia ? Why ? Doubt- 
|.es s because these forms and these colours were the 
Hecessary clothing of his thought and the true body 
$ipf his poetic soul. Is it then a bad thing to clothe 
oneself and incarnate oneself in this fashion ? Is it 
ihOt rather a happy instinct that drives the poet into 
^distant countries and long-past ages? In them he 
jlgnds the mystery and the strangeness which he 
^needs so much, for there is no poetry except in 
Ithingfs we do not know. There ’s no poetry ex- 
flept ir desire for the impossible or in regret for the 
Separable. 

W, M. Leconte de Lisle has in the highest degree the 
gift of rhythm and imagery. As for emotion, he 
possesses it in its noblest and highest form : he is 
rich in intellectual emotions. He moves us by pure 
thought. B^t there are for the human heart emotions 
fhore intimate «fnd more sweet, and these, whatever 
^ve may say and whatever he himself may say, are 
Ifittt absent from his work. I should have no great 
!|ifficuliy in proving that M. Leconte de Lisle is 
Ojmetimes an elegiac poet. To do that I would 
ffnind you of “ Manchy.” 
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“Til t’en venais ainsi, par ces matins si doux, 
Do la montagnc & la grandhncsse, 

Dans ta gr&ce naive et ta rose jeunesse, 

Au pas rhythm 6 de tes Hindous, 


! Sous les chiendents, au bruit des 
Tu reposes parmi les morts qui me sont chenj'& 

O charme de mes premiers reves ” * 

These verses are close to the poet’s you$®jS 
pure and clear echo of them is found in «a recej^ 
poem, “L’lllusion Supreme.” 

<# O ch&re vision, toi qui r^pands encore, 

De la plage lointaine oft tu dors a jamais, 

Comme un m&ancolique et doux reflet d’aurore 
Au fond d’un coeur obscur et glace d6sormais ! 

, “ Les ans n’ont pas pes6 sur ta grke immortelle, 

La tombe Kenheureuse a sauve' ta beaut£ ; 

U te revolt avee tes yeux divins, et telle 
Que tu lui souriais en un monde enchant^.” t 

The soul and the tones of the poet have, aftef 
so many years, retained their first purity, if M| 
Leconte de Lisle shows himself pre-eminently as atf 
heroic and descriptive poet, some of his verses, and; 
these perhaps the finest, reveal him to be a timidS 
and reserved elegiast, a heroic, a descriptive, and ai 
meditative poet. 


# " Thus on fragrant mornin 
mountain to High Mass, in th)| 
the rhythmic pace of thy Hindc 


E hou usedst to come fri 
ndid grace* and rq$ 


-Now, in the art 



shores, beneath the couch-grass, where, the noise fit lj|!gjBB5s F 
heard, thou liest among the dead who are dear to me, ^|Ham of 
my earliest dreams.” 

t u O beloved vision which still appears upon distant shores 
where thou ever sleepest like the sad^md swfk reflection o £ 
the dawn upon a gJoomy^and, hcnccfortnSh frozen heart ! The 
years have not weighed on thy immortal loveliness, the happjs 
tomb has preserved thy beauty ; he sees ’thee still with thy divine 
eyes and such as thou onc^ftiiled upon -an enchanted world,” 


ON THE QUAI MALAQUAIS : 
M. ALEXANDRE DUMAS 
AND H1C ADDRESS 



I N Thursday, at four o’clock, as we 
were leaving the Institute, a gay 
spring sun lit up the quays and 
their noble horizon of stone. Some 
clouds, gliding through the sky, 
imparted to the light the charming 
mobility of a smile. That smile 
Rested joyously upon the women’s dazzling hats, their 
Ijjewelled necks, and fresh complexions. But it became 
pensive as it passed over the dusty books displayed 
fatlong the parapets. Oh ! how ironically that 
jphile, in which shone the eternal youth of nature, 
revealed the miserable old age of these books ! 
|Tlj|n, while the crowd of men of letters andfashion- 
jS-bJe ladies was dispersing, I abandoned myself to 
vague and pleasant reveries. Let me tell you that I 
^ne^pr pass along these quays without experiencing an 
^emotion full of joy and sadness, for I was born and 
Ipassed my childhood there, and the familiar figures 
riiich I once used to see upon them have now vanished 
ijpr ever. I tell you this in spite of myself, and from 
pabit of saying only what I think and am thinking of. 
cannot be entirely sincere without being a bit 
a bore. But I have a hope that, if I speak of 
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"themselves. In this way I shall satisfy theih|pyl 
. satisfying myself. I was brought up on this quay*! 
in the midst of books, by humble and simple peopling 
whose memory I am the only person to retaintv| 
When I shall exist no longer they will be as? if they! 
had never been. My mind is filled with relics of ;! 
them. Those pious remains by which it is sanc->i 
tified can perform miracles. By that sign I recognise ; 
that those whom I have lost were saintly people.?! 
Their lives were obscure, their souls were candid-! 
Their memory inspires me with the joy of renun- 1 
ciation and with the love of peace. One alone of| 
these old witnesses of my childhood still lives hisj 
poor life upon the quay. He was not one of the- 
most intimate or the dearest of them. Yet it is l 
always a pleasure to me to see him. He is thisfl 
poor second-hand bookseller who is now warming } 
himself in the bright spring sunshine in front of; 
his boxes. He has become quite little with age. ' 
Every year he grows smaller, and every year his poor : 
stock of books becomes scantier and more slender. : 
If death forgets my old friend for much lonefc a ; 
breath of wind will one day carry him off, tagpjfof 
with the last pages of his old books ‘and the|||PW’; 
of oats which the horses of the stand, who, ffeed 


beside him, let fall out of their grey nose-bags. 
Whilst he awaits this event he is almost happy. 
Though he is poor he does not thuik of it. He. 
does not sell his books, but he reads'them. He is. 
an artist and a philosopher. • .. .4 

When the weather is fine he ^|f|bys the pleasure! 
of living in the open air. He iripals himself on the 
end of a bench, with a pot of^past^and a brush, and,-, 
as he repairs his damaged booksf'he meditates upon! 




TiiiaBf. 

politics, and when he meets a safe customer he 
lilrdly ever fails to criticise the present adminis- 
^ ration, tie is an aristocrat, even an oligarch. The 
Inhabit of seeing the palace of the Tuileries in front 
$rdf hilfl, on the other side, of the Seine, has given 
jphim a sort of familiarity with sovereigns. Under 
t the Empire, he judged Napoleon with the severity 
Ifdf a neighbour whom nothing escapes. Even now 
pie explains the vicissitudes of his business by the 
jjpConduct of the Government. 1 do not hide from 
1 "myself that my old friend is a bit of a fault-finder. 

£• He approaches me and says with the air of a man 
l^vho has read bis morning paper : 
p; “ You have just come from the Academy. Have 
S’those youngsters spoken well about M. Hugo ? ” 

BJ then, winking zu eye, he slips this word into 
pay tar ' 

“ A bit of a demagogue was Monsieur Hugo ! ” 
s,' It was thus that my friend, the second-hand book- 
fseller, led my thoughts back to the sitting of the 
/Academy, at which both M. Leconte de Lisle and 
. M. Alexandre Dumas predicted immortality for 
Victor H>jgo. But, whilst the author of the 
Pofemes Barbares ” despatched the complete works 
-of the master in the lump to future ages the 
philosopher of the theatre let it be understood that 
^posterity would make a rigid selection. 

|\ M. Alexandre Dumas delivered an excellent 
.’■address, and I am not surprised. He is a man 
fitted to speak to the world. He thinks, and he 
Ways what he thinks. In that, he is almost unique, at 
aiast among men of letters. One finds in his reply 
M. Leconte de Lisle that absolute sincerity and 
experience of things which give so much 


Hugo, to Lamartine, and to Musset what 
to them. And, towards the end of his .sirice^ 
powerful speech, he asked himself what is now gdi‘ 
to happen to the work of the most diligent of fir' 
three poets. * 

“ What will happen to it,” he said, in answer t. 
his own question, “ is what happens to all works 
the human mind. Time will no more make a, 
exception for it than for others. It will respe * 
and affirm what is solid ; it will reduce to dust whffl 
is not solid. All that is purely sonorous will 
vanish into air what is made for sound is made foil 
wind. But it is not for me to anticipate here ' thjjg 
work of posterity. It is impossible, besides, T® 
influence it one way or another. Posterity knows itf| 
own business. It has the mysterious and impla&J 
able sense of infallible and final conclusions.” •.•'ft 
It is on this point that I shall permit myself tffl 
place some humble but confident observations^befortil 
an author for whom I have an infinite adnuratiom? 
I believe that posterity is not infallible in,i||conr^ 
elusions. And the reason I have for belief® it i^ 
that -I myself, that all of us, that we huffl^s|^ngsg 
are posterity. We are posterity in regam’io a longfj 
procession of works with which we are but ill ac-^ 
quainted. Posterity has lost three-quarters of thk- 
works of antiquity, and has all oweet; those that remaijSI 
to become frightfully corrupted. jJid. Leconte de LislfcJ- 
spoke to us on Thursday of Alfchylus with a noblqs 
admiration, but there are not two hundred line$| 
which are not corrupt in the text of the “ Prom^l 
theus,” as it has reached us.. The posterity of th1| 
Greeks and Latins has preserved little, and in tl 
little that it has preserved there are some execrabli 



... lcH are none the less immortal*,':, Vanns was, 
ire ioldj .the feqaal of Virgil. Ke.has perished, 
ri was a fool'; he survives. There is posterity 
i*y6u ! I shall be told that posterity was barbarous 
thos^ times, and that it is the fault of the mo’nlcs. 
t who can assure us that wc also may not have a 
barous posterity ? Do we know into what hands 
e intellectual heritage which wc are bequeathing to 
e.future will pass ? Moreover, if we suppose that 
jhose who will come after us will be more intelligent 
l^han ourselves — not an impossible supposition — is 
jphat a reason for proclaiming in advance their 
infallibility' We know by experience that, even 
|tn ages of advanced culture, posterity is not 
Slways just. It is certain that it has no fixed 
f|lle», no sure methods for judging of actions. 
Bo w then should it have any for judging art. 
g||<i tnought ? Madame Roland, who was a bad 
politician but who had the heart of a heroine, wrote 
memoirs in the prison which she- -as she knew — 
iWould leave only to ascend the scaffold. With her 
prile hand she traced on the first page of her 
Manuscript these words: “Appeal to impartial 
|dj<>sterity ''Posterity still answers her, after a cen- 
|Ui',y, only by a contradictory murmur of praise and 
reprobation. It was very simple-minded on the 

B fc v‘f the Muse of the Girondins to believe in 
wisdom and in our equity. I do not know 
ppiether King Macbeth had, in his time, any such 
^llusion. If so, he would have been thoroughly 
jsristaken. He was, in reality, an excellent king, 
Iple and upright. He enriched Scotland by favour- 
ing-, her commerce and industry. The chronicler 
jljpicts him as a pacific prince, the king of the 
‘ ", the friend of the citizens. The clans hated 



him because he administered ' justice. ^ 
assassinated nobody. We know what legenir|uii 
genius have made of his memory. " > 

Far from being infallible, there is every likelihooi 
that posterity may make a mistake. It is ignorant^ 
and it is indifferent. I am gazing this moment at thr 
posterity of Corneille and Voltaire as it passes aloffi 
the Quai Malaquais. It walks along, cheered by t” 
April sun. It passes, with a veil over its nose or i 
cigar between its lips, and I can assure you that i| 
cares infinitely little about Voltaire and Corneill 
Hunger and love occupy it enough. It thinks 0! 
its own business, its own pleasure, and leaves to| 
scholars the task of judging of the great dead 
notice, in particular, among this posterity wljjgjp'i’C 
leaving the Institute^ pretty face covered with a 
a colour that accords with the weather. It is th; 
young woman who, one day this winter, asked me| 
what poets were good for. I answered her that they! 
helped us to love, but she assured me that people^ 
could love very well without them. The truth is thatl 
the professors and scholars by themselves form al£i 
posterity. Is it the scholars then whom you belieye| 
infallible? No, for you know well, that poetry ancfi 
art only spring from feeling, that science is ignorant! 
of beauty, and that a verse which has fallen into the? 
hands of a philologist is like a flower in the fingers| 
of a botanist. ‘ 

Ah 1 beyond question the conclusions of posterity! 
are not infallible ; they depend a great deal upor'^ 
chance. And I will add that they are never 
whatever M. Alexandre Dumas j: Aay have said. 

And how should they, wheb posterity is nevefi 
ended, and new generations . ^continually questid 
what has been decided by their predecessors ? 




jcra^^ftteeiith century confirmed that verdict ; the 
al^eteenth has reyrsed it. Who knows what the 
judgment of the twentieth will be? Dante and 
phakespeare were held in contempt for a long time 
^before *they were admired as they are to-day. 
iitacine was insulted after a century of fame. He is 
Ipsulted no longer. But language quickly changes ; 
git is already necessary to be a scholar in order fully 
tb .. understand the verses of “ Phedre ” and of 
1‘Athalie.” _ * 

K have heard an excellent poet blame Racine for 
faults of expression. He would not acknowledge 
t the 1 mguage has changed during the last two 
ienturies, perhaps because he did not wish to admit 
|hat it would change again, and this time to his own 
(prejudice. Corneille, and even Molicre himself, are 
|iadly understood. The actors who play them are 
d||ntinually putting wrong constructions upon them. 
We frequently speak of Rabelais, but as we do of 
(Queen Bertha, without knowing the least in the world 
of what we speak. There are reputations that become 
extinct. That of Tasso is dying. Du Bartas was, 
during his lifetime, more celebrated than Ronsard. 
Who can'assure us that his fame will not return ? 
Cjoethe regarded him as the greatest of French poets, 
and our young symbolists admire him. Twenty 
years ago, Lamartine had already been given up, 
while Musset remained the object of a fervour which 
has since grown a little cold. Both of them find 
admirers again to-day. Thus does posterity toss 
about the waifs of genius. 

| Will Victor Hugo, after his death, keep the place 
he occupied during his lifetime ? M. Alexandre 
Dumas is prudent in doubting it. He is prudent 



judgment 

Hugo ? That is what no bne is in a posit 
say. We cannot know what posterity will 
for we do not know what posterity will be^ 
vain for us to devote contemporary reputations 
either to immortality or to oblivion. 

We can only say that the fame of the poet whose? 
last funeral rites were observed yesterday is passing! 
through a difficult and critical time. Enthusiasm^ 
fatigued by an excessive effort of fifteen years, i4f 
dying down. Certain illusions are being dissipate<f§| 
It was, for instance, believed that so great a pQefl 
had been more of a thinker. , ■ gf 

It must be admitted that he produced more word 
fe than ideas. It is grievous to discover that what , 
IfjpBfe out as the loftiest philosophy is but a maas*__ 
commonplace and incoherent dreams. Lastly, it ';isp 
saddening as well as alarming not to meet in hi$| 
enormous work, amidst so many monsters, a singly 
human figure. i , ji 

The Greeks have said : Man is the measure of all j 
things. Victor Hugo is out of proportion because; 
he is not human. The secret of souls was never' 
entirely revealed to him. He was not fashioned tor 
understand and to love. He felt this instinctively^ 
And it is why he wanted to astonish. He was able t$£ 
do so for a long time. But can one astonish for ever 
He lived intoxicated with sounds and colours, ancf 
he satiated the world with them. All his genius is'i 
in that : he is a great visionary and an incomparably 
artist. It is a great deal, but it is not everything. " 5 * 
As for posterity, it will be what it can, it will 
as it wishes. To work for it is the greatest 
It keeps little of all that is sent it, and it oftei 




.^^ffmtii^aii my heart. Perlkps, afiter all, it 
| r in the long run, know its own business as well 
~. Alexandre Dumas says. But, if no catastrophe 
rives . to destroy the libr?ries, a day will come 
r hen it will be terribly encumbered, and it is not 
possible that on that day it may take a dislike to 
dl the blackened paper that we are preparing for it. 
"o tell the truth, I myseif experience some presenti- 
of that dislike when 1 see my old friend’s 
:-boxes gathering dust in the sun. 




HYPNOTISM IN LITERATURE 

MARFA 

T is all very well to be reasonable and ; 
to care only for the truth, but there- 
are hours when trite reality satisfied", 
us no longer and when we would likef 
to rp outside of nature. We know 
well that it is impossible, but we ; 
desire it none the less. Are not our 
most unrealisable desires the most ardent ? Dou£ti 
less — and it is our greatest misfortune — we cannot ; 
get outside ourselves. We are irrevocably con-? 
demned to see things reflect themselves in us with a;.; 
dull and desolating monotony. For that very reason!! 
we have a thirst for the unknown and we aspire to 
what is beyond. We must have novelty. Some one 
says to us : “ What do you want ? ” And^we 
answer : “ I want something else.” What we touch, 
.what we see, no longer counts for anything. We 
are attracted by the intangible and the invisible,! 
Why deny it? Is it not a natural and legitimate 
feeling ? The sensible universe is but a trifle, 
yes, a trifle since each of us contains it in him- 
self. Without being wanting in our respect for 
physics and chemistry, we can divine that they are 
nothing by the side of the ultra-physics and the! 
ultra-chemistry, which we do not know. Oh ! how 

* “ Marfa : Le Palimpseste.” Par Gilbert-Angustin Thierry!'’ 
ioo 



'He is k i’fcholar and iels a poet. He 
Si^Studied the properties of the solar spectrum and 
Ijfthe terrestrial spectrum, he has imagined ingenious 
^Sntrivances to measure, and, I dare say, to weigh light. 
jjjHe photographed the moon, he discovered a new 
fthetal, he even discovered a new appearance of things, 
■i fourth state of matter, which he has called the 


-radiant state. Yet he was s-’.d ; he felt grievously 
|ll that is mean and piteous in being only a man. 
Ine, suffered from that boredom, common, as we 
Save been told, to every creature of good birth. 

sighed after a nameless ideal. He pursued a 
prfeam. Th.it dream was impossible to realise. And 
Up realised it. He saw a spirit, he touched it, he 
||amed it Katie King, and he loved it. Yes, Sir 
fWiMiam Crookes, Fellow of the Royal Society of 
|London, lived for six months in the closest intimacy 

i dtfi a delightful phantom. He maintained intimate 
pdugh most respectful relations with a ybung person 
ijfa mysterious essence, who joined to feminine charm 
jle majesty of death. He loved a demon who, 
ppearing at his summons, shook out for him her 
blonde hair with all its perfumes, and allowed him 
|to feel her angelical heart beating beneath her warm 
’hireast. The gentle demon consented to be photo- 


, graphed by her terrestrial and learned friend, who 
Obtained forty-four plates. Judging by the portrait 
pshich 1 have before me, the spirit of Katie King 
ppuld envelop itself in a charming form. We 
jfennot help admiring the intelligent and sad ex- 
Ip^ssion of her young face, the grace of her round 
land pure cheek, the chastity of her white draperies. 
§But Sir William Crookes tells us that this is 

Inothing to what he has seen, heard, and touched, 

sL 1 



Vful '-than the iL^ge of hef t&it ' 
“Photography,” he says, “can give an outlme^i^ 
-her pose ; but how could it reproduce the brilliant 
purity of her complexion or the constantly changing- 
expression of her mobile features, now veiled, jt| 
sadness as she related some unhappy event in her? 
past life, now smiling with all the innocence o£$§ 
young girl as she gathered my children round hei| 
and told them stories of her adventures in India & 


She created an atmosphere of life around her. He£ 
eyes seemed to render the air itself more brilliant! 
they were so sweet, so beautiful, and so full of all; 
that we can imagine about heaven. Her presence, 
mastered one to such a degree that you would not’ 
have thought it idolatry to kneel before her.”? 
People have ridiculed the generous Crookes ; they? 
.have pitied him as the dupe of some little hussy.? 
For my part ? I proclaim him fortunate, and I admire'; 
him less for having discovered thallium and invented? 
the radiometer than for having been able to see Kdtiei 

King. * . - 

Every one of us would like to evoke Katie King? 
too. I confess that I am dying of envy to do so. 
But we cannot. And by way of consolation we tell': 
ourselves that, if we do not see her, the reason is thatj 
we have too much good sense. But we flatter our.4; 
selves. It is in reality because we have not enoughs 
imagination. It is from want of hope and faith £ 
it is from want of virtue. I am, accordingly^ 
infinitely grateful to the fascinating artists, to tl$| 
beneficent liars who, by the magic of their afi|| 
persuade me that I have caught a glimpse of -Jijf 
fold of the robe, of a fragment of the smile ,- '/@m 
a glance from the eye of the eternal Katie King! 



EpPhKre are spirits who dwell "naturally on the 
gmysterious confines of nature. They have, as their 
fission to show us marvels. Their task has become 
fivery difficult to-day. It was easy in the Roman world 
pli the time of the first Crcsa’rs. Then the prodigies 
|bf India, the enchantments of Thessaly, the marvels 
gof Africa, fruitful mother of monsters, the Italic 
Ipractices of neo-Pythagcrism were mingled and con- 
feised together. There detached itself from them a 
Wort of strange vapour which, stretched over the 
world, veiled and transformed all nature. Men’s 
||ainds were still subject to a learned culture. But 
ifyaried knowledge and a subtle intelligence served 
||inly to imagine impossibilities and to multiply 
^Superstitions. On all sides mysteries, oracles, and 
pvbrks of magic manifested themselves to agitated 
ijeyes and ears. The sophists and rhetoricians, eagerly 
||istened to, fed the infatuation. All their words, as 
Ifias been said of those of Dio, sent forth a perfume 
||ike the odour which the temples exhale. 

S “ The Golden Ass ” of Apuleiushas reached us as 
witness of this infatuation. The misfortune is that 
git has lost Tts ■ magic power. It no longer touches 
Anything but our curiosity. It was marvellous, it 
|has become absurd, and we do not believe in it. We 
|dp: not believe, either, in the devildoms of which the 
griddle Ages were full. Up to the fifteenth 
icentury, the monks lived in a perpetual state of 


yyitchcraft. They were beholders of miracles, simple 
|Itd ingenuous indeed, but which at least broke 
P|e dull monotony of their existence. They saw 
Ijarictuary lamps lighting of their own accord, and 
lynches of eglantine encircling in a single night the 






The seventeenth century In' Frifice, with"' .Its.’ Cii$ 
tesian philosophy, is the only age I know of whh?|f 
willingly and easily dispensed with the marvellous 
: Reason then dominated men’s minds. It dominated 
them still in Voltaire’s time. But soon its dryiies^j 
appeared, and the years that preceded the Revolu-| 
•tion saw prodigies spring up on all sides. Religion; 
no longer produced them ; it was science that then 
gave them birth. 

It is a great error to believe that superstition is 
exclusively religious. There are times when it bet 
comes secularised. If science should one day becomes 
sole ruler, credulous men will have only scientific 


credulities. Let us not forget that it was philosophers 
who made the fortunes of Saint-Germain and;;' 
liostro. One of their adepts, the Baron de GLej|||bn 4 ' 
confesses very prettily in his “ Souvenirs ” the; plea* 
sure he had in being deceived by these purireyorg 
of dreams, and the regret he experienced when it was 
impossible for him to be deceived any lphger. “Thb 
inclination for the marvellous,” he says, “ innate in all. 


men in general, my special taste for impossibilities., thej 
restlessness of my habitual scepticism, my contempt 
for what we know, and my respect for what we do not 
know, these are the motives that induced me to trave| 
for a great part of my life through the tracts of the 
imagination. None of my travels has given me so, 
much pleasure ; I have been away for years, and I ami 


very sorry now to be compelled to remain at home. 7 ,’ 
Whilst the good Gleichen, grown old and sad,' 
with his feet on the fender, recalled his old dream! 
for want of being able to form new ones, poor 
humanity was running after other chimeras, an<j| 
spiritualism was being born. I am like Baron 



Heidis'" rio happiness without illusion. But spirit- 5, 
jialism puts, in truth, too little art into the work of , 
ifeguiling us. It makes us hold conversations with the 
|uead, but they are so inane that we leave them even 
|more dissatisfied with the other world than we are 
fwith this. I can indeed forgive St. Louis, who, in- 
fstaljed in a table, answered the medium’s questions as 
|if he knew nothing at all. He did not know Queen 
^Blanche, nor the bridge of Taillebourg, nor Damietta, 
ifhor the Hospital of the Three Hundred, nor the 
|Sainte-Chapelle, nor Etienne Boileau, nor Charles of 
f Anjou, nor Joinville, nor Tunis, nor anything. Never 
l.did the leg of a table display such a depth of ignorance. 
*The medium was astounded. At last, striking his 
ffojphead : “ All is explained,” he cried ; “ it is 
’ St. Louis de Gonzague ! ” * It was St. Louis de Gon- 
Izague. I admit the explanation. But I have read 
[things dictated by the spirit of Bossuet which were 
also in the spirit of St. Louis de Gonzague. As for 
Katie King, I am still waiting for her. People will 
not fail to tell you that spiritualism has been re- 
placed by occultism, and that an invisible bell rings 
on Madame* Bjavatsky’s head, which is, I know, truly 
'marvellous, that Madame Blavatsky’s cigarettes per- 
form miracles, and that Madame Biavatsky is in 
correspondence with a magus called Kout-Houmi. 
who possesses supernatural knowledge and restores to 
f adies the brooches that they have lost. It is pre- 
cisely this sage, Kout-Houmi, who spoils occultism 
for me. Did he not take it into his head to copy, 
[without acknowledgment, in one of his magic letters, 
ia lecture given at Lake Pleasant, on August 15th, 

: l 880, by an American journalist called Kiddle? 

^ * St. Aloyiius Gonzaga i», in French, St. Louis de Gonzague, 



SrepUecf to his compJaihts a ; 
forget to put in inverted commas. I admirc V: f| || 
f serenity of this reply, but doubt has insinuated! 
itself in spite of my efforts, and it is no longerjf 
possible for me to believe in Kout-Houmi. TheP 
truth is that it is not from magicians and spirits but| 
from novelists and poets that we must ask the. # way|| 
to the unknown world. They alone possess thel 
magnetic needle that turns towards the enchanted:| 
pole. They alone have the golden key of th^g 
palace of dreams. And since we have need of in-ij 
cantations and dr jams, it is from new Apuleiuses, iff 
is from Hoffmanns and Edgar Poes that we shall| 
ask initiation to the mysteries. The poets, at least, | 
do not deceive, since we know they are lying, %nd | 
since they lie only out of generosity. : 

M. Gilbert- Augustin Thierry ought to be counted^ 
in the first rank among the minds endowed wiff$& 
the sense of strange and mysterious things. The v i 
nephew of that blind and illustrious man who, like 
Homer and Milton, was able to see so many things, i 
and the son of Amedee Thierry, who in his “ R?cits J 
de l’Histoire Romaine ” brought the apt of historical | 


composition to so high a finish, the writer who^ 
has inspired me with the lengthy reflections you ;f 
have just read, received from his earliest years 0 
thorough education which would have made him af 
historian had not his imagination carried him into^ 
other paths. He began authoritatively with a novel'.| 
which presents the study of a mental malady in a#$( 
historical environment, “ L’Aventure d’une ame en:J 
peine.” More recently M. Gilbert- Augustin ThierryJ 
gave us in “Le Capitaine sans fa$on” a vigorous^ 
picture of the insurrection of the peasants in southern^! 

^ 7 ^ 



IffSFSf ^Iviapn* dm,vwm 

de iirmof ” and “ Rediviva.” He had already 
carried into that mysterious world where the 
good Gleichen passed the best part of his life, 
§Marfa,” which appears to-day, marks the third step 
|| this path. This novel, or, more precisely, this short 
Story, which by itself makes a volume, was recently 
published in the “ Revue de- Deux Mondes ” under 
ffutitle which, in the book, remains only as the. sub- 
pile, “ le Palimpseste.” The publisher was afraid, 
pot without reason, that this word, palimpsest, 
pwould not speak to the imagination of reading ladies 
|s forcibly as to that of men of letters and scholars j 
for in the latter this term calls up, if I may say so, 
^intellectual emotions of an almost dramatic vivid- 
ness. Palimpsest, as everybody knows, is the name 
given to , f hose manuscripts cf ancient authors which 
|the scribes of the Middle Ages have effaced and 
|lhen coveredyvith a second writing beneath which 
me can sometimes discern the original characters. 
|A palimpsest has thus in itself the attraction of 
mystery ; it hides a secret. It was the chemists of 
the beginnijig of the century who found the reagents 
$Jkat revive the primitive text on those parchments 
which the monks had washed with lime-water. But 


fhe humanists of the Renaissance had already 
Attempted to read the effaced writing of the palimp- 
sests. They employed, in default of science and 


method, a loving zeal. Michelet has painted with 
|puch poetry the emotion and the sadness of these 
attempts at deciphering, inspired by so much piety 
j|jtid so vainly undertaken. 

Each time,” he says, “ that a word of one of 
|hese great lost authors was discovered. beneath some 


''mftie, this theft against ■ the human 
reparable diminution of its patrimony. Often, th|| 
beginning of a line put them on the path to a dis$ 
covery, inspired them with an idea that seemel| 
fruitful. They thought they might catch a glimp^i 
of the flying nymph’s profile ; they fixed their eyeli 
upon it, but in vain ; the desired object stubbornlyf 
withdrew into the shadow ; the restored Eurydicel 
fell back again into the sombre tomb, and was lostl 
in it for ever.” 

To-day, the nymph, the Eurydice, lives agai$f 
under the action of powerful reagents, or at least wef 
recover some fragments of her body. For the monks? 
not only scratched upon the manuscripts, but tore? 
them up and scattered the pages. The palimpsest; 
with which M. Gilbert-Augustin Thierry makes us=j 
acquainted is a psalter of the tenth century, written^ 
Carlovingian minuscules, incomplete and mutii;^ 
containing only Psalms 1 14, 1 19, 120, 129, iggjg 
145, which are those of the Office for the ' 
M.Stephane Cheraval, a palaeographer and archivist,- 
has been entrusted by the French Government 
with a mission to discover it and acquire it for the 
State. And what text is it that is hidden under those*; 


Carlovingian characters which M. Leopold Delisle- 
would behold with delight ? A text, in characters? 
of the best period, of “The Milesian Woman,”? 
by Lucius of Patrae, “ that vanished masterpiece ofi 
which Apuleius’s ‘ Golden Ass/ was but a wretched? 
copy . . . that strange and marvellous work — the? 
book of the dead — which delighted and terrified the? 
Oriental world of the second century.” (“ Marfa,”? 
pp. 29 and 189.) It is in the Castle of Doremont? 
(Haute-Sa6ne), in the library of the late Prince? 




SI.. 

^olkihej that M. Stephane Cherava! discovers this 
^venerable codex, this unparalleled gem of the palaeo- 
f|rfaphical casket, this treasure that must at once be 
fconfided to the great Hellenist, Henri Weil. If 
!, M. Gilbert-Augustin Thierry’s novel contained as its 
only drama the unexpected discovery and final loss of 
The Milesian Woman ’ of Patrae, the puolic would 
{doubtless be less pleased than 1 should. But M. 

; St^phane Cheraval not only finds a manuscript at 
.Doremont ; he also meets there the Princess Volkine, 
;a young Serb whom the old prince, a bibliophile and 
a Nihilist, had married in his old age and made 
heiress of his name and his wealth. “A frail little 
woman, with very fair hair, very dark eyes, and a 
very white skin, she was, however, not pretty. A 
bulging forehead, thick lips, and too short a nose 
maae her almost ugly. But her ugliness shone with 
•beauty, with that beauty with which God illumines 
every creature here below when it. loves and feels 
itself loved ” (p. 37). Marfa, in fact, loves, and she 
is loved’. Lucier. de Hurecourt, the son of a magis- 
trate of Franche-Comte, has loved her even to crime. 
When tie was French Consul at Kherson, he killed 
her husband- the old prince, one snowy night, in a 
,,slsdge, and threw him to the wolves that followed 
the vehicle. It is out of this situation that arises 
a strange and powerful drama, so new that it 
would have been impossible to conceive of it only . 
.five years ago. Volkine, wounded by Lucien with 
a revolver bullet, did not die without speaking. 
Covered with blood, he clutched at the murderer, 
seized him with both his hands, and gripping his fore- 
head with one, and the back of his neck with the other, 
he said: “You will not marry Marfa. On your 
Jwedding-day you yourself will tell everything to the 



judges of your country. I will . . .” The# 'hETe 
Now, this dying man who spoke thus, this energetic," 
learned, strange, mysterious old man, was a disciple of 
Doctor Charcot and the Nancy school of physiology. 
He practised hypnotism, and knew his own power of 
suggestion. He knew that his murderer was, on the 
other hand, nervous, sensitive, and weak, a subject 
easy to hypnotise. He was sure, in consequence, 
that what he had willed would be accomplished, and 
that he would be avenged. 

He left, moreover, in Marfa’s company, an extra- 
ordinary being, capable of unconsciously aiding his 
suggestive action. This was a pope, of the sect;,. of 
the Silipovetz, “ voluntary expiators of the crifltes 
of the world, unceasingly bleeding disciples of 
the slain Lamb” (p. 65), who teach that Jesus, 
by willing to die on the cross, gave a salutary 
example of suicide. This man, Popof by name, fol- 
lowed the young Princess Volkine Everywhere, and 
she regarded him as a saint. With his pope’s robe 
all in rags he used to wallow in the dust, and to tear 
his face with the stones of the roads. 

The suggestion implanted by old Volkine had its 
effect, beneath the eyes of M. StEphane Cheraval, on 
the very day that Lucien and Marfa had fixed for 
their marriage. Lucien sought out the magistrate 
of the district, led him before an altar which the 
priest of expiation and voluntary death had erected on 
the preceding evening, and there, under the influence, 
of hypnotism, made confession of his crime. When 
he had ended, Popof, with a religious joy, gave 
poison to Lucien, and to Marfa for whom Lucien 
had sinned. Sure then of their felicity, he thought 
of his own salvation and hanged himself. The 
palimpsest disappeared in this catastrophe. 



I have not analysed M. Gilbert- Augustin Thierry’s 
shovel ; I have only indicated its bearing, without 
giving a sufficient impression of the solidity with 
' which it is constructed, or the feeling of terror which 
it produces. I regard it as an original and powerful 
work. 

It is of an extra-natural order, and answers to the 
feeling of the marvellous which is innate in us, and 
which neither the scientific temper nor metaphysical 
speculations entirely destroy. Moreover, it clashes 
with none of our modern ideas, and is not in absolute 
contradiction to any of our doctrines. Far from 
being in disagreement with science, it seems to base 
itself upon it. The author has, in order to establish 
his work, gone boldly to the most advanced results 
of physiology. I do not know whether these strate- 
gical points will one day be abandoned or definitely 
corv.juered. Bold neurologists defend them now. 
That is enough for the probability, and therefore 
for the interest, of M. Gilbert- Augustin Thierry’s 
narrative. I do not conclude that all the facts he 
brings forward are possible. Far from it. Dr. 
Brouardel has written a preface for Dr. Gilles de la 
Tourette^ excellent book on “ Hypnotism,” in which 
I read some lines that might well be applied to 
“ Marfa, le Palimpseste.” “ Encouraged by men of 
letters,” says M. Brouardel, “ some medical men have 
been too unmindful of the essential rules of scientific 
criticism. They have permitted themselves to be 
induced to recount, before incompetent judges, the 
phenomena of hypnotism, of catalepsy, of somnam- 
bulism, the most extraordinary examples of sug- 
gestion. Men of letters, invited to such spectacles, 
have accepted for truth whatever was told them or 
shown to them in good faith by a medical man whom 




■they could trust, and, embellishing these by their 
imaginations, they have made use in their writings 
of all the singularities of which they had been 
witnesses.” That may well be the case with the 
author of “ Marfa.” After all, what does it matter ? 
What M. Gilbert- Augustin Thierry asked of science 
was not truths, but appearances, shadows, phantoms 
of truths. If he had written a scientific story he 
would not have written a marvellous story, and that 
would be a pity. 

There is another question raised by the reading of 
“Marfa.” It is a very important one and cannot be 
adequately treated in a few lines. I shall content 
myself with indicating it. The new doctrines of 
moral heredity and of suggestion by hypnotism have 
not left the old dogma of human liberty intact. In 
this they have struck against traditional morality, 
and caused some uneasiness to the philosopher as well 
as to the jurist. Is it possible, on the other hand, 
to extract from the new science a new morality ? 
M. Gilbert-Augustin Thierry believes it is, but he 
does not prove this. He has aimed high, and desired 
to approach great scientific and moral problems. He 
has at least succeeded in constructing a fine tale, 
a work of art of a superior order. That was the 
essential thing. The rest will perhaps be given him 
in addition. For in a fine tale there is first of all what 
the author has put into it, and afterwards what the 
reader adds to it. 



PRINCE BISMARCK* 

HIS mornirg at six o’clock the sky is 
gloomy. Whilst the heavy rain, 
driven by the wind, rattles against 
the window-panes, the storm moans 
in the chimneys as if they were huge, 
melancholy flutes, and on the avenue 
a great poplar is bent downwards 
untU^it looks like Nimrod’s bow. The young leaves 
oi*t8e limes are col^ and do not dare to open. The 
birds are silenr. To tell the truth it is weather that 
suits my thoughts. Yesterday, I devoured a bio- 
graphy of Prince Bismarck, written with great talent 
by Madame Marie Dronsart. I am still oppressed by 
it, and that is why I have in my soul as many clouds 
and tempests as the restless sky now drives before 
my eyes. ^ Otto von Bismarck ! What a man ! what 
a destiny ! * 

He was born, as every one knows, in the heart of 
Prussia, on that vast sandy plain where hard and 
lengthy winters reign, and which supports gloomy 
forests. He is a junker — that is to say, a country 
gentleman — descended from a long line of gallants, 
mighty hunters, deep drinkers, and headstrong folk. 
One of them, R do, was excommunicated in 1309 
for opening a lay school. His son was a great 

# <f Le Prince de Bismarck, sa Vie et son CEuvre.” Par Madame 
Marie Dronsart. 



113 



H>oMciau. On his tombstone was engraved ' this, 
^simple epitaph: Nicolaus de Bismarck, miles. Sol*? 
v diers they all are. They are cuirassiers, dragoons^ 
carabineers. Further, they are as well fitted to 


negotiate as to fight. With an iron hand they have a 
shrewd mind. They are violent and cunning. This 
double character is found in most of them. Otto von 



Bismarck from his youth up showed an indomitable 
spirit. Sent by his father in 1832 to the University 
of Gottingen, he had not been there twenty-four 
hours before he had committed a thousand mad 


pranks. Cited before the rector, he appeared in a dis- 
ordered costume, accompanied by a fierce, unmuzzled 
dog. At Berlin, where he afterwards went, he 
listened to none of the professors, and did not even 
attend the law course of the illustrious Savigny. He 
passed his time in drinking, smoking, and duelling 
with the sabre. In three terms he fought twenty- eight 
times. On each occasion he wounded his opponent, 
and he received but a single wound himself, the scar,, 
of which he still bears on his cheek. It was at tfusp 
kind of sport that he acquired an i nsol e n t*con fiden ce 
in himself. He is a soldier like his ancestors ; but 


like them he is formed to command, not to obey. 
Having entered the Cuirassiers of the Guard in 1838, 
he could not endure the discipline. One of his chiefs 
kept him waiting in his ante-chamber : “ I came,” 
said Bismarck to him, “ to ask you for leave of 
absence. But I have reflected during the past hour, 
and 1 now offer you my resignation.” He brought 
the same impatience into public life, and age has not 
calmed it. In 1863, in the Chamber, being called to 
order by the President, he answers : “ I have not 
the honour to be a member of this Assembly. I 
have had nothing to do with your regulations. 


ff.'have' t^ken no part in the" election of your^ 
^President. I am not therefore subject to the 
^disciplinary rules of your Chamber. The power of 
fthe President does not extend to the position I 
occupy here. I recognise no authority as superior to 
mine but that of His Majesty the King. ... I speak 
here not by right cf your regulations, but of the 
authority that His Maj^scv has conferred upon me 
and that of the paragraph in the Constitution which 
prescribes that Ministers ought at all times to obtain 
a hearing, and bt listened to, if they demand it.” 

At this, murmurs arise in the Assembly. He 


dominates them : 

“You nave no right to interrupt me.” 

In 1865, when a Minister, he retains the bellicose 
temper of a student. In the open Chamber he 
prtiposes to a worthy professor, von Virchow, that 
they should go out together to a field and cut one 
another’s throats. 

Even age dots not overcome his violence. If the 
only master he recognises, the Sovereign, resists him, 
he h;:rdly contains his anger. One day, as he goes 
out of the Emperor’s study, he bangs the door behind 
him with such violence that the door-knob remains 
in his hand. * He hurls it into the adjoining room 
against a porcelain vase, which breaks with a crash. 
Then he gives a sigh of relief and murmurs : 

“ Now I am better ! ” 

Turn by turn, the savage violence of his disposition 
retains him among men to lead and to oppose them, 
and drives him into the solitude of the woods and of 
his ancestral fields which his unchecked soul com- 
pletely fills. At Varzin he enjoys leading a country 
life. He needs air and space. His powerful 
muscles long required vigorous exercise. As a 



IS Wbi-thy bf the old centau^n&S 
t Elbe from whom he is descended. His father, when',' 
he saw him on horseback, used to say : * 

“ He is exactly like Pluvinel.” 

But, in truth, the classic master who taught the 
French style of riding to Louis XIII. would never 
have acknowledged as his pupil this furious galloper 
who kills his animal and rushes through plantations, 
copses, and bogs, like the phantom horseman. 

Like his fathers, Prince Bismarck is a great hunts- 
man. For forty years he has chased red-deer, elks, wild 
sheep, fallow-deer, bears, chamois, foxes, and wolves. 
More than any ether country gentleman he has 
tasted that joy in destroying, which adds, we are told, 
to the joy of living, and which keeps robust hunts- 
men in good health. A short time ago, moved by a 
sense of his own decline and the vanity of effort^ a 
familiar image came into his mind. His political work 
appeared to him like a prolonged hunting-whoop, 
and he compared himself to “a huntsman worn out 
by fatigue.” He swims as he hunts. He plunges 
into rivers, lakes, and oceans with delight. It seems 
that the sea is the great mistress of this chaste giant. 
He calls it beautiful and diarming. “ I am waiting 
impatiently,” he once wrotlf' “ for the moment when 
I shall press its moving bosom against my heart.” 
He loves his estate with all the love of a country 
landed proprietor. 

In 1870, at Versailles, he said one morning: “I 
had last night, for the first time for a long period, 
two hours of good refreshing sleep. Ordinarily, I 
remain awake, my mind full of all sorts of thoughts 
and anxieties. Then Varzin suddenly appears before 
me, perfectly distinct, even in its least details, with 
all its colours like a great picture. The green trees, 



pheraysof sunlight oil the smooth bark, the blue sky; 
^overhead. It is impossible, in spite of all my efforts, 
ffbf mfe to escape from this obsession. . . .” To-day, 
fwe are told, the Prince of the Empire is never so 
l happy as when ho goes over his country estate, 
■“wearing huge, weK-groased boots.” Pie enjoys 
the country like a practical man, occupying himself 
pwith frosts, diseased cattle, dead or badly fed sheep, 
bad roads, scarcity of pasture, straw, potatoes., dung. 
He also Wes nature for the infinite mystery that is 
' in her. He has the feeling of the beauty of things. 
In 1862, during the for ever fatal stay that he made 
in France, he visited Touraine. Returning from 
Chambord ue wrote to Princess Bismarck : “ You can 
form no idea from the specimens of heather that I send 
you of the rosy violet tint with which my favourite 
flower covers thiscoun- ry. It is the only flower that 
blooms in the royal garden, as the swallow is the 
only living creature that inhabits the castle. It is too 
lonely for the sparrow.” In his case, the animal 
mechanism is of an amazing strength ; it is also of 
an unusual capacity, and so are the demands made 
upon it: Prince Bismarck is one of the greatest 
drinkers of Jiis time. Beer, champagne, Burgundy, 
Bordeaux, all afe good to him. He astonished the 
Brandenburg cuirassiers by emptying at one draught 
the regimental cup, which held a bottle. One day, 
while hunting, he swallowed in a mouthful as much 
champagne as could be held in an enormous stag’s horn 
pierced at both ends. At Bordeaux in 1862, he 
did great honour to the M£doc wines, and then 
boasted of it with good reason. “ I have drunk,” 
he wrote, “ Lafitte, Pichon, Mouton, Latour, 
Margaux, Saint-Julien, Brame, Laroze, Armaillac, 
and other wines. The temperature is 30 degrees 
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in the shade and 55 degrees in the sun, but one-.- 
does not think of that when one has good wine iti| 
one’s body.” If he drinks a great deal he eats irj| 
a corresponding fashion. During the war of 1 870-7 1:- 
his table was always abundantly furnished with pies,; 
venison, and the breasts of smoked geese. “We* 
have always been great eaters in my family,” he used 
to say as he sat down to these victuals. “ If I have 
to work hard I must be well fed. I cannot make a 
peace unless I am given plenty to eat and 

By a contrast which gives him his strength, this 
violent man, with his imperious appetites, is able, 
when he wishes, to restrain himself and to pretend. 
If he can drink, he is quite as well able to make others 
drink. He was fond of cards in his youth, but he 
stopped playing after his marriage. “ It does- not 
suit a father of a family.” Play was for him 
only a means of throwing dust in people’s eyes.-* 
M. Busch has preserved for us an interesting bit of 
table-talk on this subject : “In the summer of 1865, 
while I- was arranging the treaty of Ghstein with 
Blome, the Austrian diplomatist, I gave, myself up to 
‘ Quinze ’ with an apparent crazinegjpnat astounded 
the onlookers. But I knew vegjrwell what I was 
doing. Blome had heard that play gave the best 
opportunity for discovering the real nature of a man, 
and he wanted to experiment on me. ‘Ah! that is 
it,’ thought I. ‘Very well. Here is for you.’ 
And I lost some hundreds ,of thalers which I might 
well have claimed as spent in His Majesty’s ser- 
vice. I had put Blome on a wrong scent. $ He . 
took me for a dare-devil, and he made a great : 
mistake.” 

His power of work is, prodigious, and can only be . 


satisfactory 

drink.” 



PRINCE BISMARCK 

y*vl ; 

|ebmpar$& with Napoleon’s. Prince Bismarck finds 
Sftme to read, even in the midst of great affairs. In 
:i866, on July 2nd, the eve of Sadowa, he visited 
; the battlefield of Sichrow, then covered with corpses, 
- disembowelled horses, weapons, and ammunition- 
waggons. When he returned, he wrote to the 

-Countess: “Send me a horse-pistol and a French 
novel.” He knows Shakespeare and Goethe by heart. 
He has a profound knowleoge of general history. 
He appreciates music, above all that of Beethoven. 
He once borrowed from the poem of “ Freyschiitz ” 
one of his happiest oratorical effects. It was in x 848. 
The Libera's were offering the Imperial Crown to 
Frederic William IV. The haughty junker, their 
enemy, exclaimed : “ Radicalism brings this present 
to the king. Sooner or later radicalism will appear 
before the king, will demand its rev, ard, and, pointing 
. to the emblem of the eagle on the imperial flag, it will 
say to him : ‘ Did you think that this eagle was a 

gratuitous g’fi ? ’ ” These are the exact words 
which the devil utters when he claims Max’s soul 
as the price of his magic balls. 

His speech is forcible and pithy. It abounds in 
picturesque-images and freshly minted expressions. 
One day, speaking of an honest debate in Parliament, 
“ It is,” he says, “politics in bathing drawers.” He 
exair- Lassalle, whose temper pleases him. “ I should 
have liked to have had him as a country neighbour.” 
He talks with an eloquent and infatuated Socialist : 
“I found him a water-plug of phrases.” 

For my own part, 1 share the pleasure that M. J. J. 
Weiss finds in the Chancellor’s pithy eloquence. He 
is not, if you like, a great orator. He is completely 
lacking in rhetorical force. But he has, what is 
better, striking similes and vivid expressions. Here 
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is an example, taken from thousands, of this pic-| 
turesque speech which is natural to him. 

It was at the Running of the session of 1884—j: 
1885. Several oiPities had brought forward a' 
proposition allocating a pecuniary allowance to the : 
members of the Reichstag, after the example of ; 
France, where, as everybody knows, the deputies, as 
well as the senators, receive a stipend. It was a : 
democratic proposition, and as such was bound to 
displease Prince Bismarck, who gave it the coldest of 
welcomes. He regarded it as inspired by the 
Socialist members of Parliament, and, not content 
with opposing it, he gave himself the satisfaction of 
opposing those from whom it seemed to emanate. 

He reproached them with attacking all systems of 
government without having themselves a system to 
propose. “ There were six of them before the 
elections,” he said. “ There are twelve to-day. I 
hope that there will be eighteen in the next Parlia- 
ment, and that they will then consider themselves 
numerous enough to place their scheme for an 
Eldorado upon the table of the House. Then wq|* 
shall know the inanity of what they desire, and they 
will lose their supporters. In the meantime they 
have still the veil of the prophet— of that prophet 
whose face was so hideous that he showed it to 
nobody. Like him, they take care not to lift the 
veil.” This image of the veiled prophet, which he 
has employed on several occasions, is a striking one. 
It is true that it does not belong to him. It is 
taken from a poem by Thomas Moore (“ The Veiled . 
Prophet ”). It has been borrowed. But such quo- 
tations, applied so naturally, elevate the thought of a 
speech and give it an unexpected force. 

What Prince Bismarck is, we see. What he has 



''PRINCE 'BisMAMcfF pl¥ 

l^id; we have heard. What he has don we know 
only too well. But what does he think ? What 
•does he believe ? What idea does he form in his 
kgih mind of man’s life and destiny ? Possibly no 
■gSe'' knows. And to know Prince Bismarck’s philo- 
flophy would be full of interest. 
v It has been said that this powerful mind accepted 
the religious creed of the multitude, and that he even 
mingled with it ancient and g oss superstitions : that, 
for example, he regarded certain days and certain 
dates as unlucky. He has denied- this. “ I will sit ? 
down,” he has said, ‘ c at a tabfeyhvhere there are!' 
thirteen as often as you like, and Fwill engage upon 
the most important affairs on a Friday or on the 
13th of the month if it is necessary.” Be it so ! 
In this respect he is free from superstition. On the 
otheHhand, he admits that he was struck by super- 
stitious terror when the king conferred upon him the 
ijtitle of Count. It is an old belief in Pomerania 
that all families who receive this title promptly 
become extinct. “ I could mention ten or twelve 
of them,” said Prince Bismarck, long afterwards. 

“ I did all 1 could to avoid it, though at last I had to 
submit. But I am not without uneasiness even now.” 

. This does nqt Seem to be a meie jest. It is also 
said that he saw^ghosts in an old castle in Branden- 
burg. As for his belief in God, it seems profound. 
The Christian faith has even drawn accents of 
humility from this proud and arrogant man. Has 
he not publicly written : “ I am one of that great 
number of sinners who lack the grace of God. 
Nevertheless, 1 hope, like them, that in His mercy 
He will not take away from me the staff of humble 
faith by the aid of which I seek my way through 
the doubts and dangers of my condition ” ? Iam not 



inclined to be too suspicious of the sincerity of fe; 
feeling that these pious words express. It is not ;’ 
surprising that Prince Bismarck should be of a|| 
religious temperament, for he unites a great deal bf|i 
imagination with an instinctive distaste for the natural ' . 
and positive sciences. At all times he has readily ■; 
consulted “ the Bible and the starry Heavens,” and, : 5 
like others, he makes his own idealist romance. 

He is said to be melancholy, and I congratulate 
him upon it. He despises men, yet. their hostility 
weighs upon him. He exclaims bitterly: “I have 
been hated by many and liked by few” (1866). 

“ There is not ? man from the Garonne to the Neva 
so thoroughly detested as I am” (1874). He 
knows that, even in Prussia, he would have been 
execrated had not victory crowned his schemes. “ Let 
us be conquered,” said he before Sadowa, ‘‘arid the 
women of Berlin will pelt me with wet dish-clouts.” 

To heap up his misery, this man who has done so 
much, no longer finds, upon reflection, reasons for 
doing anything whatever in this world. He does not 
even find a possible meaning for life. “ Let the will 
of God be done!” he writes in 1856. “Every- 
thing here below is only a question of time ; races 
and individuals, folly and wisdom, peace and war, 
come and go like waves, and the sea remain^ There 
is nothing on earth but hypocrisy and ^agglery 1 
Whether this mask of flesh be torn us by a 

fever or by a bullet, it must fall sq$$tlr or later ; 
then there will appear a resembktfice between a 
Prussian and an Austrian that yfill make it very 
difficult to distinguish the one from the other.” 

Twenty years later, in an intimate and solemn; 
hour, he felt alarm and horror for his whole work 
swelling within his heart. It was at Varzin. The 



^sun was setting. ‘ The prince, according to his usual 
habit, was sitting after dinner near the stove in the 
■great drawing-room where Rauch’s statue of “ Victory 
^distributing the crowns” is placed. Afte r a long 
silence, during which he from time to time kept 
•♦throwing fir-cones into the fire and looking straight 
before him, he suddenly began to complain that his 
political activity had gained for him little satisfaction 
and still less friendship.* Nobody liked him for what 
he had accomplished. He had not achieved by it 
the happiness of any one, neither of himself, nor of 
his family, nor of anybody else. 

Some one suggested to him that he had made 
that of a great nation. 

“ Yes ; but the misfortune of how many ? ” he 
replied. “ But for me three great wars would not 
havt? taken place, eighty thousand nen would not have 
perished, fathers, mothers, brothers, sisters, widows, 
.would not have been plunged into mourning. I 
have settled all that with my Creator ; but I have 
gained little or no joy from all my work.” 

Never was Prince Bismarck so great as upon that 
evening. 


BALZAC 


NE day as I was hunting for old books 
in a second-hand bookshop in the 
Latin Quarter, I noticed in a corner 
of the shop a long-haired young man 
whose whole appearance indicated an 
expansive disposition. I knew his 
face although I could not remember 
his name. He was turning over the pages of a book, 
and his look, his smile, the mobile wrinkles on*' his 
forehead, his unrestrained gestures, all spoke even 
before he had found any one to speak to. It did 
not need much instinct to see how loquacious he 
was, and I felt that 1 must either fly or become his 
prey. However, I remained. Sophocles was right 
when he said that no man can avoid his destiny. I 
have made a long proof of that throughout my life. 
I can resist neither good nor bad fortunes. But the 
bad are naturally the more frequem^'To tell the 
truth, this book-hunter was not antipathetic to me, 
for he had that happy countenance, that easy air 
of the poor who do not feel their poverty, and of 
those idlers who are continually dreaming. His 
clothes, rather neglected than slovenly, seemed to 

* u Repertoire de la Comddie humaine dc H. de Balzac. 
Par Anatole Cerfberr et Jules Christophe, avec une introduction* 
de Paul Rourget. “ Histoire des oeuvres de M. H. Balzac.” Par 
le Vicomtc de Spoelberch de Lojj|j^ul; 2° edition. 
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ttfougb with the noble dust of libraries. 
wore them carelessly and without affectation. His 
that alone, the brim of which was extraordinarily 
’ large, and the silk rough, betrayed a taste, a will, 
perhaps even an aesthetic. Living only by his brain, 
it seemed that this man bothered himself only about 
the clothing of his head. The other garments were 
nothing to him, I regret to say that his hands were 
dirty. But we know fron. tradition that the prince 
of librarians, old Weiss of Besanfon, betrayed a like 
negligence. His hands were in the same case with 
’those of Lady Macbeth. They remained black even 
after his bath, and M. Weiss explained it by saying 
that he read in his tub. 

The man with the book, as soon as he saw me, 
advanced towards me, and clapping his hand on my 
boffk : 

<c Read,” said he, it is the holy law, the law of 
the Lord.’’ He held in his hand an old copy of 
Sacy’s translation of the Bible, open at the twentieth 
chapter of Exodus, and with his finger he pointed 
me to verse four : “ Thou shalt not make any 
graven image.” 

“ Humanity,” he added, “ will perish in a state of 
madness because it has transgressed this command- 
ment.” 

I saw that I had to do with a madman, but I was 
not disturbed by this, for madmen are sometimes 
entertaining. I do not claim that they reason better 
than other men, but they reason differently, and 
that is why we ought to be thankful to them. I 
was not afraid to make some show of opposition to 
this one. 

“ Excuse me,” said I to him, “ I am an idolater, 
and I adore images.” 



distraction. I have suffered a thousand deathlfrbmj 
them: That is why I detest them, and hold" them$ 
to be diabolical. Have you not read the truef 
history of the man whom Leonardo da Vinci’s- 
Gioconda drove mad, and who, one day, as he came 7 
out from the picture-gallery, threw himself into the 
Seine? Do you not remember what Lucian of 
Samosata says of a young Greek in whom the Venus . 
of Cnidos inspired a sacrilegious and fatal passion ? 
Are you not aware that the marble Hermaphrodite 
in the Louvre has been worn away by the caresses of 
visitors, and that the authorities have had to employ 
a barrier to protect that monstrous and charming 
figure ? Does it escape your notice that Christs 
on the Cross and painted Virgins are throughout 
all Christendom objects of the grossest idolatry? 
It must be admitted that, without any exception, 
pictures and statues trouble the senses, mislead the 
mind, inspire a distaste and horror of the real, and 
render man a thousand times more unhapj)||than 
he was in his primitive barbarism. They are impious 
and abominable works.” 

I timidly objected that the share of sculptiB§jji^nd 
painting is very small, upon the whole, in the troubles 
of the flesh and blood which agitate mankind ; and 
that art, on the contrary, carries itsf Jjovers into 
serene regions where they taste only peaceful plea- 


My interlocutor shut his Jittfc' old Bible, and, 
without deigning to answer me, went on : 

“ There are images a thousand times more fatal 
than the graven and painted images from which 
Jehovah wished to preserve Israel ; there are the 
images above all, the ideal images which poets 



PSct novelists conceive. There afe the types and 
(characters, there are the personages of fiction. ‘Those, 
^figures live an active life ; they have souls, and it is 
§but truth to say that their malignant authors send 
pthem forth among us like demons, to tempt us and 
tito ruin us. An i how can we escape them since they 
[live in us and pc 5sess us? Goethe sends forth 
; Werther into the world, and immediately suicides 
become common. All poets and all novelists trouble 
the peace of the earth. Homer’s ‘Iliad’ and M. 

, Zola’s ‘ Germinal ’ have alike given rise to crimes. 
‘Emile’ made terrorists and cut-throats of those 
whom Rousseau wished to lead back to nature. 

, The more innocent, such as Dickens, are still very 
: guilty ; they divert towards imaginary personages 
, the Render ness and pity which would be better 
■ directed to the real beings by whom we are sur- 
rounded. One novelist produces hysterical persons, 

' another coquettes, a third gamblers and assassins. 
But the most diabolical of all, the Lucifer of litera- 
ture, is Balzac. He has imagined a whole infernal 
world, which we are realising to-day. It is in accord- 
’ ance with his schemes that we are jealous, greedy, 
violent, or-abush'-e, and that we fall upon each other 
with a homicidal and ridiculous fury in our struggle 
for gold and honours. Balzac is the prince of evil and 
his kingdom has come. For every sculptor, every 
l painter, every poet, every novelist who, from the 
^beginning of the world until this moment, did evil 
to humanity, may Balzac be accursed ! ” 

> He stopped a moment to take breath. 

“ Alas ! sir,’’ said I to him, “ what you say is not 
^altogether without reason ” (it seemed advisable to 
'humour him) ; “ but men have not waited until the 
|coming of the artists to be violent and dissolute. 



■ Attila and Gengis-Khan, although they had'nofiite^ 
Homer, were more destructive than Alexander. ■ 
The Terra-del-Fuegans and the Bushmen are,| 
depraved, and they can neither read nor draw.S 
Peasants, haunted by no romantic reminiscences, ? 
murder their old relations. The struggle for life 
was murderous before Balzac’s time. There had 
been strikes before ‘Germinal’ was written. The 
arts inspire you with too much hatred, and I fear, 
sir, that you are a biassed moralist.” 

He took off his huge hat to me, and said : 

“ Sir, I am not a moralist. I am a sculptor, a 
poet, and a novelist.” 

“ He is a man of great ability,” said the second- 
hand bookseller, after he had left the shop, “ but he 
is not happy. Balzac has driven him crazy.” u 

I have not again seen the man with the large hat, 
but the remembrance of that conversation came into . 
my mind when 1 glanced through the “Repertoire, 
de la Comedie Humaine,” which M. Calmann-L£vy 
has just sent me. This repertory has been carefully 
compiled by two enthusiastic Balzacians, MM,,; 
Anatole Cerfberr and Jules Christophe. It contains? 
a short biography of each of thtj two thousand 
personages whom Balzac has conceived, brought to 
birth, and delineated in his enormous wqrk. Turn- 
ing over this new sort of “ Who’s Wjl>,” I have 
been amazed by Balzac’s creative pov^f, and I have 
been almost tempted to call him impious, as did the : 
man with the hat. I am stupefied, and I admire, . 
What a world it is 1 It is inconceivable how one 
matt could have followed the threads of so many 
separate existences without ever entangling them. ' 
I do not want to make myself out to be more of a? 
Balzacian than I am. I have a secret preference fori 



pittle books. It is to them that I return continually. 
^But even though Balzac frightens me a little, and 
llhough his thought sometimes seems heavy, and his 
f&tyle dull, one must acknowledge his power. He is 
:a god. Reproacn him with being sometimes coarse, 
iiand his adherents will reply to you that one must 
hot be too squeamish if one wants to create a world, 
and that those who are over- fastidious succeed in 
^nothing. 

% One of this great man’s qualities strikes me with 
..especial force. When he is at his best, when he 
: avoids the visionary and the romantic, he is a clear- 
sighted hi itorian of the society of his time. He 
reveals all its secrets. He enables us, better than 
any one else, to understand the passage from the old 
regime to the new ; he alone shows us the two great 
stems of our new social tree — the purchaser of con- 
fiscated property and the soldier of the Empire. He 
never found, and, doubtless in the endeavour to give 
more force to his powerful studies, he never sought, 
a narrow and charming frame, such, for instance, as 
Jules Sandeau did in “ Mdlle. de la Seigliere,” where 
he painted portraits and scenes of the epoch which 
Balzac understood so well. Sandeau had a taste and 
an orderliness that Balzac never possessed. As a 
frame-maker, Sandeau is infinitely the superior ; as a 
painter, he is quite the reverse. For depth and for 
relief Balzac can be compared with no one. He 
has, more than any other, the instinct of life, the 
perception of the inmost passions, the understanding 
of domestic interests. 

.<;■ Balzac’s novels are all the better history because 
they do not contain, so to speak, either historical 
fact or historical personages. Both men and things 
are sure to be altered and made unnatural in the 



passage from history into fiction. The hoyelism 
who is well inspired takes as his heroes persons uh-| 
known to and disdained by history, characters who* 
are nobody and yet everybody, the stuff from whichf 
the poet creates immortal types. It is thus that a ' 
poem or a novel can make us see the people, the ' 
nation, and the race so often hidden in history behind 
a curtain of personages. Obeying a very true per- 
ception of the laws of his art, Balzac refused to draw! 
historical personages into the circle of his creations, 
and to attribute imaginary actions to them. For 
this reason Napoleon, the man who dominates the 
age, appears only,six times in the whole “ Com£die 
Humaine,” and'' then in the distance, and under 
quite accessory circumstances (cf. MM. Cerfberr 
and Christophe’s volume, p. 47 ). Balzac mingles a 
very small number of real persons with his two 
thousand characters. MM. Cerfberrand Christophe 
indicate both classes without any distinction. I 
should have preferred them to have marked real 
names by an asterisk or some other sign. Such a 
distinction is not of much use, I agree, in- the case of 
Napoleon, Louis XV1I1., Madame de Stael, or even 
in the case of Madame Falcon, Hyde de Neuville, or 
Madame de Mirbel, whose names I notice in the book 
before me. I was going to add Marchangy, who is 
also known both as a servile magistrate and as a 
ridiculous writer, but I perceive he has been omitted 
from the repertory though he figures in the fine scene 
of Caesar Birotteau’s rehabilitation.* 

• I have received the following letter : 

“Paris, June 3rd. ; 

“ Dear Colleague and Sir, — What a world there is in Balzac, 
as the delightful notice you devoted to our ‘ Repertoire de la 
Comldie humaine,’ and for which we give you many thanks, 



t . Evefyboid y,' on the contrary,^ 
'know that Barchon de Penhoen, 


idea hot perhaps 

to ir .rntion 

thim alone, really existed, and composed lengthy 
[volumes. But, judging from this minute criticism, 
I am myself becoming a p erfect Balzacian. Nay, I 
feel for the moment in the mood to outdo in 
Balzacism MM. Cerfberr and Christophe them-, 
selves. I very much wish that they would add 
some statistics to their repertory. Statistics is a 
fine science, and, applied to the society created by 
Balzac, would not fail to give interesting results. I 
have said that the personages of this society number 
two thousand. It is an approximate number, and 
I should prefer it to be exact. People would be 
interested, I imagine, in knowing the number of 
grown-up people and of children, of men and of 
wdmen, of bachelors and of married persons among 
them. We should like to know their nationality. 
Tables of mortality would not be out of place. 
It would not be useless also to join to the 
book a plan of Paris and a map of France, for a 
complete understanding of the works of Honor6 
de Balzac. The geography of “ La Comedie 


, brings out stf well * With his ocean of details he dazzles, stupefies, 
and misleads even the most cautious reader. Would you like a 
proof of this ? Here it is : 

u You are both right and wrong to blame us for the absence 
of Marchangy in * Birotteau.* Undoubtedly, he appears in 
Houssiaux's edition, dated 1853 ; but all the later editions sub- 
stitute Granville for him, and we use these later texts as the sole 
basis of our work. This principle also obliges us to neglect 
Victor Hugo, who was originally mentioned ( cf £ La Peau de 
[.Chagrin,* Charpentier’s edition), and afterwards replaced by 
; Cazalis. * 

“ Please accept, dear colleague and sir, our sincerest compli- 
ments. 

“ Anatolk Cebfberr — Jules Christophe.” 



^Huhiame” would""'tffbnf : iu^much intefeSr*» < , iSc 
statistics. ^ 

MM. Cerfberr and Cbristophe do not give us all 
this, but they give what is still better, a fine critical 
introduction in which Paul Bourget shows himself 
once again what lie has been so often, an able and 
elegant historian of the things of the mind. 



THREE POETS 

pULLYTRUDHOMME- FRANCOIS COPPEE 
—FREDERIC PLESSIS 

HANKS be to Heaven, we have 
poets ; we shall have them for a long 
time yet, we shall always have them. 
It is, indeed, doubtful whether heroic 
poets will come among us in the 
immediate future. The epic cycle 
seems, in my view, to be closed 
ifcr a long time. But elegiac poets and philo- 
sophical poets are still far from being driven into 
silence by indifference. We shall listen to them 
willingly as long as love and doubt agitate our souls. 
M. Gaston Paris, a scholar who has preserved his 
jpure freshness of feeling and who unites a taste for 
the new poetry with a knowledge of the old 
literary forms, once at a banquet said to his friend 
M. Sullv-Prudhomme : “You have earned the 
'sympathy and gratitude of all those who read your 
yerses in their youth : you have helped them to 
'love.”. This is what poets are good for. And it is 
• for this reason that they are dear to me. They give 
.light as well as speech to our confused joys and 
|bur obscure sorrows ; they tell us what we ourselves 
^Vaguely feel ; they are the voice of our souls. It is 
Ifhrough them that we become fully conscious of our 
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pleasures and our griefs. M. Sully*Prudhomme has< 
accomplished this delicate mission with deserved'^ 
success. He had, in his favour, not only thej 
mysterious gifts of the poet, but, in addition, anj 
absolute sincerity, an inflexible gentleness, a pity); 
without weakness, and a candour, a simplicity that) 
lift his philosophical scepticism, as if on wings, 
into the lofty regions whither formerly the mystics 
were exalted by faith. One would seek in vain 
for a nobler and gentler confidant for our faults of: 
heart and mind, a consoler at once tenderer and more 
austere, or a better friend. His atheism is so pious 
that to some belie 1 ers it has seemed Christian. His 


despair is so virtuous that it resembles hope to those % 
who look on hope as a virtue. The illusion of those ; 
simple souls who believe this poet to be religious, is 
a happy one, for has he not retained the only thing 
essential to religion, love and respect for mankind ? 

His thought, following its natural course, has 
passed from sentiment to reflection, from love to 
philosophy, from elegiac to didactic poetry ; and the' 
poet of the “Vase brise” has become the poet of 
“ la Justice.” He cannot boast that he has been 
followed to the end by all who at first joined 
themselves to his company. Many *of those .whom 
he helped to love did not ask him to help, them 
to think. But why should we be surprised M this, 
since all of us are so well fashioned for Jeeling, 
so badly for understanding ? Philosophical poetry 
is not for the greater number. Three- quarte?& 
of us are like the prince in Shakespeare’s comedy,*! 
who required all the books in his library to be)* 
well bound and to speak of love. That is why “la? 
Justice” is not, like the “Stances atffofemes.” in 
every generous heart and upon ever$|lover’s lips.;? 



fTet what a line manual of philosophy it is ! Never* 
pbas universal woe been envisaged by so pure a heart, 
ftaught by so gentle a voice. M. Sully-Prudhomme 
lleaves blasphemy to children. He never declaims. 
;His melancholy is as infinite and serene as the nature 
/that causes it. It seems that the poet submits him- 
self to the harmonies of universal sorrow with a 
sort of joy, because they are still harmonies. Has 
he not written the mos* succinct and the most noble 
of idylls in the following ten lines : 

M La nymphe bat le vieux Silene 
Avec un sceptre d’eglantier 
Qu’un zephir bat de son haleine, 

Et dont la fleur bat le sentier. 

fc£ Et Silene & trotter condamne 
Son bander tardif et t£ta ; 

Ii le bat, et, du pied de Hlne, 

Le gazon naissint est battu. 

Et personne, eglantiers, z£phirs, 

Betes ni gens, n’en est surpris.” * 

I believe that c< le Bonheur,” will enter more 
speedily and deeply than ‘‘la Justice” into the 
mind of the thinking world. The poet, judging by 
the fragments already published, shows himself here 
with a new ease and in all his opulence. And then 
the subject is a happy one and touches us closely. 
We care, on the whole, little enough about justice. 
In the philosophic sense of the word, it is nothing. 

* “ The nymph beats old Silenus with a brier-rose sceptre which 
the West-wind beats with its breath and the flower of which 
beats the pathway. And Silenus orders his lazy and stubborn 
donkey to trot ; he beats him, and the young grass is beaten by 
the hoofs of the ass. But none of them, brier-rose, West- wind, 
beast or man, is surprised at being beaten . !> 



In the Vulgar sense it is the most melancholy of, 
virtues. Nobody desires it. Faith opposes it by. | 
grace and nature by love. It is enough for a man - 
to call himself just for him to inspire a genuine!, 
repulsion. Justice is held in horror by things ! 
animate and inanimate. In the social order it is 
only a machine, indispensable doubtless, and for that 
reason respectable, but beyond question cruel, since 
it has no other function than to punish, and because 
it sets jailers and executioners to work. The poet, 

I need not say, did not trouble himself at all about 
it. He sought that most illustrious of unknown 
things, the justice cf God. It is this that he pursued 
through the generations of men, animals, and plants, 
piercing even beyond the protoplasmic cell to the 
original nebula. Vain pursuit which wearied more 
than one of his readers ! Weary of the struggle, 
we give up hope of seizing this fugitive which is 
more rapid than the light, we proclaim every- 
where that we find it nowhere, not even in the 
heavens, that eternal theatre of carnage and death, 
in which astronomy shows us the pitiless action of 
those same laws of life by which evil is perpetuated 
on the earth. For my own part, I have seen eternal 
justice nowhere except in Prud’hon’s famous picture. 
She has the features of a woman. Her robe, 
nobly draped, reveals a breast and mighty sides ; she 
might be lover or mother — that is to say, twice hum|n.^ 
twice unjust. It is the image of sublime injufj^p 
thrown upon canvas by the poetic brush of the^bst 
urbane of artists. . . . But, if we readily 
selves to be for ever ignorant of justice, 
know happiness. The one flies from us lik 
yet at certain hours we catch a glimpse of its shadow 
and it seems so beautiful that we cannot prevent 
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^oyl-selves froth pursuing it With open^rms. What- 
Ijever people may say, it is something to embrace a' 
|eharming shadow. Accordingly, M. Sully-Prud- 
|homme’s new poem will be very welcome. Even 
|if it has, as 1 believe it has, the nullity of 
^happiness as its conclusion, even if it teaches us 
^; that the art of being happy is the art of suffering, 
it'and that there is no true pleasure save in sacrifice,’ 5 ' 
|. ; we shall still eagerly enjoy its serious and, profound 
i beauty. 

' , “ Le Bonheur” will come to us next winter. In 

►-the meantime, to enliven this rainy spring, we have 
: the love poems of M. Francois Coppee. He, too, 
has done a great deal to help us to love. It is not 
j ffom any feeling of contempt that people have 
admitted him into the intimacy of their hearts. He 
is *a true poet. He is natural. Therefore he is 
almost uiiique, for to be natural in art is the rarest of 
- qualities — I had almost said it is a species of marvel. 
And when the artist is, like M. Francois Copp6e, a 
^singularly skilled workman, a consummate craftsman 
who possesses all the secrets of the craft, it is not too 
much, when we see so perfect a simplicity, to exclaim 
that it is a^prodigy. What he likes best to paint are 
the most ordinary feelings and the simplest manners. 
This requires great dexterity, a sure tact, and a just 
understanding. The models being obvious to all eyes, 
the least fault against taste and exactness is imme- 
diately perceived. M. Francois Copp6e preserves an 
.almost perfect sense of proportion. And he is as 
... touching as he is true. That is why he is dearly loved. 
This, I assure you, Is the only sorcery he employs to 
.charm so many women and so many men. If but little 
: culture is needed to understand him, it requires a subtle 
f,mind to enjoy him fully. Thus his audience is very 



extensive. Ashe has tact, he is able to speak V“ 
agreeably about himself, which is a singular advantage? 
to a ^oet ; for by uttering his own confessions h$ 
utters ours, and that flatters us. While the poets, 
gracefully relate the affairs of their hearts we be- 
lieve that we are listening to those of our own, 
and we are delighted. They are thinking only 
of themselves, we are thinking only of ourselves, 
and the arrangement is an excellent one for both 
of us. 

At one time, when I used to enjoy taking a 
daily walk, I often used to listen to the conver- 
sations of the worthy people on the benches of 
the public parks. I have sometimes overheard inter- 
changes of a very gentle and even of a slightly tender 
nature. The latter consisted of alternate confidences 
of which the speaker only heard a murmur, for^he 
was thinking of what he was going to say next. All 
the replies began with these words : “ Exactly so, 
that is just like me . . .” They did not bore one 
another. That is why the gentle murmur of sym- 
pathetic poets does not bore us either. That is why 
more than one young woman as she finishes reading 
“ Olivier ” or “ l’Exil£e ” murmurs : “ That is just 
like me . . and remains pensive. ' If he* reverie 
has been deep and pleasant she will say : “ M. Francois 
Copp6e is a good poet.” 

To-day he gives us his autumnal leaves in fij 
pages, a thin book of verse which he enti 
“ Arri&re-saison.” Here, with his gentle melanch 
he depicts for us his hair just turning white upon 
his temples. He is still young, for he says he is 
growing old. I do not suspect him of any affecta- 
tion. On the contrary, I am convinced that he feels 
age coming upon him, and that he is saddened by it. 




rnore natural? OW agelFonlf fOTSSSy 5 
jyifanticipation. We taste its dread and its terrors 
Ifefore we enter upon it. The twilight of youth is 
|jfc most melancholy hour of life. It needs either 
Courage or stupidity to pass through it without 
becoming rather morose. M. Copp6e is not a 
fool, yet he is not morose, and if an occasional com- 
plaint escapes him one feels that there is in it as 
|much resignation as sadness. It is an unpleasant 
moment to pass. It is probable that when we are 
really old we do not notice it. At least we do not 
draw other people’s attention to it. M. Copp6e 
will later on see whether this is true. I am afraid 
it will not console him if I say that we shall see it 
together. 

“ Arriere-saison ” is, like Parny’s “ £l6gies ” and 
Heine’s “ Intermezzo.” a sort of love romance, very 
simple and the more interesting on that account. 
The heroine is a young work-girl, put to apprentice- 
ship at the age of sixteen, 

“Qui rentrait k la hate et voulait rester sage.”* 

But, a daughter of the people, without mother or 
home, she Grid not avoid what cannot be avoided. 

w “ Er mai, sous le maigre feuillage, 

Chantaient les moineaux des faubourgs. 

N’est-ce pas ? le vague ennui, l’age ? . . .” t 

What matters the past ? She is “ gentle, sad, and 
pretty.” He is “ tender and gracious.” They love 

;; * “ Who came home early and wished to remain good.” 

t “In May, beneath the scanty leaves, the sparrows of the 
squares kept twittering. And the vague dissatisfaction and 
youth — does it not . . . ? ” 



one' ? ln<illicr. Ih summer, they go 'together 'W this- 
Country. She takes 

“ Sa robe la plus claire et sa plus fratche ombreUe,” * 


They walk in the woods. They dine at the village; 
inn, where on the coarse table-cloth they find earthen-: 
ware plates and tin dish-covers, 

“ Et des cerneaux tout frais dans une assiette d fleurs.” t 


In winter he abandons for her the world that now , 
wearies him. All his plans are settled. They will! 
never separate, it is she who will close his eyes, Thea 
poet’s verses will be half forgotten. It is he who . 
says this, and he acids : 


“ Oh! si par bonheur doit survivre 
Un humble poeme de moi, 

Qu’il soit done choisi dans ce livre 
Que j’ai, mignonne, ecrit pour toi.” X 


This is neither the pompous pride with which!; 
Ronsard announced his posthumous glory to the'!; 
ungrateful Cassandre, nor the jolly good-nature of. 
Bdranger saying to Lisette : 

“ Vous vieillirez, 6 ma belle maitresse ! ” § *; 

It is a new feeling, simpler, more delicate, more/ 
affectionate. 

This love of “ Arri£re-saison ” is almost jSummedi- 
up in what I have just said. It is enougl£$p make-? 
it charming. When the poet compares tffe desires'! 
of autumn to a last flight of swallows, we say to! 

* “ Her brightest dress and her coolest sunshade.” 
t “ And fresh-pluckt green walnuts in a flower-deckt plate.” 

J “Oh ! if haply a single poem of mine survives, may it be! 
chosen, dearest, from the volume which I have written for thee.’’! 
$ “ You will grow old, O my fair mistress ! ” 
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^ertaia 'calm' and gentle emotion; It is the ready 
Vopp6e, at his best. * >’ .< 

To-day I am only addressing those who love poetry, 
jknd, in particular, those who love it well rather than 
.those who love it much., I promise the former a 
pleasure worthy of them if they read “la Lampe 
Id’Argile,” by M. Frederic Plessis. I understand 
?by loving poetry well, 1c zing few poems and these 
exquisite ones, and being penetrated by their spirit 
• and that feeling of fate which they contain ; for 
.the most beautiful forms are of worth only from 
the spirit that animates them. Let those who love 
verses in this way read M. Frederic Plessis’ book. 
They will capture the happiest part of a life, the 
flower of fifteen years of study, of dreams, and of 
lore. 

The author, who is to-day a Director of Studies 
in our University, revealed himself as a poet at the 
age of seventeen. He had left a little Breton 
: village where he had been brought up with a solicitous 
•tenderness, and appeared, when still almost a child, 
yin the circle of our Parnassian poets at the house of 
/‘Alphonse, Lemerre, the publisher. He was the 
youngest of us. But, toilsome and a dreamer, he 
/already showed that gentle persistence and that 
; sincere idealism which characterise his race, and con- 
stitute the very essence of his nature. To tell the 
i truth, he is, like M. Renan, only half a Breton, and, 
through his mother, numbers Provencals among his 
‘ ancestors. “ This is why,” he has himself said : 

“ Ne parmi les barbares du Nord, 

Sous leur ciel gris hante par le dieu de la mort, 

J’aimc de tant d’amour la vie et la lumiere ! 

Et je retiens en moi, d’une souche premiere, 



La s£ve qui fermente au soleil du Midi. 

Jc suis rest£ ton fils, 6 province romaine, 

Et le vicux sang latin bleuit encor ma veine.* 5 # 

We can believe that it is through this dout>l<s| 
origin he unites, according to an expression of his| 
own which I like to apply to him, 

“ La kymrique rudesse aux graces d’Ausonie.” t 

He early felt the double attraction of the love for*' 
nature which troubled his pensive soul, and the study ! 
of letters which gave a precise end to his active mind.| 

His taste was jarly fixed upon the ancient poets, ’ 
and particularly the Latins, whose sobriety, gravity, ;< 
and what I will call their sublime probity, he at once' 
discerned. It was in the company of Virgil, Ovid,;, 
and Lucan that he pursued his lav/ studies in Paris. # 
Later on, he pretended that he had need of a guide,' ,, 
an initiator, and that half-voluntary illusion inspired^ 
him with some delightful verses : ™ 

“ O po£te, c’est toi, c’est ta mdmoirc agile 
Qui, se jouant aux vers relus et medites, 

D’abord me fit connaitre Euripide et Virgile, 

Et m’ouvrit le tresor des deux antiquites. 

u C'est toi qui me menas vers le docte Racine 
Forme, des son enfance, a la langue des dieux. 

Je marchais alt6r£ ... la source 6tait voisine . . . 

A peine un clair rideau la voilait a mes yeux. 


* “ Born among the barbarians of the North, beneath their, 
grey skies haunted by the god of death, I love life and the light) 
with so great a love ! And I retain within me from an earlier;, 
breed, a sap, unknown to the places where I have grown up, the? 
sap which ferments beneath the Southern sun. I have remainejp 
thy child, O Roman province, and the old Latin^lood still runi.l 
red in my veins.” 

t u The Cymric strength and the Antonian grace.” 




“ Mais il fallutta main pour m’6carter let branches 
; . Et, prolongeant sous bois un facile sender, 

Pour me faire entrevoir le choeur des formes blanches, 


Amours du vieux Ronsard et du jeune Chenier.”* 


The truth is that secret affinities and an irresistible 
instinct drew him towards the antique Muse. He 
had for her all the minute curiosities of love. He 
did not stop at erudition ; he pressed on to philology. 
His thesis on “ Propei tius,” in which the Latin 
elegiac poet is interpreted by the aid of all the 
resources of learning combined with the intuitions of 
the heart, and his edition of that poet, which ought 
to take its place by the side of the lamented Benoist’s 
“ Virgii ” in a scholarly collection of books, are the 
fruits of his labours. We must not be surprised if 
we meet with numerous studies from the antique in 
“la Lampe d’Argile.” Thcne who love Andre 
Chenier’s little pictures will doubtless take plea- 
sure in visiting this museum, so full of the figures 
of heroes and nymphs. But what gives the book 
its greatest value, what places it among the best, 
is the eleven poems of “ la Muse nouvelle.” 
That is the true flame of “ la Lampe d’argile ” ; 
it is a, flame of love, and how vehement, how 
peaceable, how sweet ! All the gravity of the 
Breton poet is to be found united with an irresistible 

. ** “ O poet, it is thou, it is thy nimble memory which, sporting 
amid verses it had often read and pondered, first made me know 
Euripides and Virgil, and opened for me the treasure of both 
antiquities. It is thou who ledst me towards the learned Racine, 
skilled from his childhood in the tongue of the gods. I walked 
with altered gait . . . the spring was near at hand. . . . An 
almost transparent curtain barely veiled it from my eyes. But 
; thy hand was needed to turn aside the branches and, opening 
out an easy pathway beneath the trees, to give me glimpses 
of the choir of fair forms beloved of old Ronsard and youthful 
;Ch6mer/’ 



grapp^thdse 

flower-strewn,” 

' “Qui prfo de ltd le soir travaille sous la lampe.” * 

' ' ’ , '• ^ 7 *| 

By these noble elegies the annotator of Propertius 
shows himself to be a new Propertius, less majestic! 
less ample, but perhaps more sincere and purer than; 
the first. ' *1 

* “Who beside him each evening labours beneath the lamp.” . 



MARIE BASHKIRTSEFF 1 

ARIE BASHKIRTSEFF, whose jour- 
nal has just been published, died at the 
age of twenty-four, on October 31st, 
1884, leaving severa 1 canvases and 
some pastels which show a sincere 
feeling for nature and an ardent love 
of art. Granddaughter of General 
iPaul Gregorievitch Bashkirtseff, one of the defenders 
sof Sebastopol, she used to boast of having, through 
’’her mother, old Tartar blood in her veins. She had 
5 a fair complexion, magnificent red hair, prominent 
cheek-bones, a short nose, a piercing look, and 
• infantile lips. She was small and perfectly formed 
a reason, doubtless, why she loved to look at 
Statues. At Rome, when she was sixteen years old, 
she used„to pass long hours before the marbles of 
the Capitoline Museum. We need not wonder, 
^either, that at the same time she was also delighted 
2with a riding-habit “ in black cloth, made in one 
;piece, by Laferriere ... a dress in the Princess 
iistyle, fitting closely everywhere.” 

Her hands, though slender and very white, were 
"not of a perfect shape, but a painter has said that 
- there was a beauty in the way in which she rested 
|them on anything. Marie Bashkirtseff worshipped 
ftthem. She knew that she was pretty , iyet she seldom 

* Her “ Journal,” 2 vols. 

H5 




cnbeife herself in her private diary. •' I; have not&i ■; 


only, under the date of July 17th, 1874, this portrait,^ 
very prettily arranged : “ My hair, knotted in Psyche; 
/fashion, is redder than ever. With a thin woollen: 
dress of a particular shade of white, graceful and 
becoming, and a fichu of lace around my neck, I: 
have the appearance of one of those portraits of the 
first Empire. To complete the picture, I ought to 
be under a tree, and holding a book in my hand.” 
And she adds that she loves solitude in front of a 


mirror. 

She was vainer of her voice than of her beauty. 
That voice was o r a compass of three octaves, all but 
two notes. One of Marie BashkirtsefF’s first dreams 
was to become a great singer. 

She wished to show herself in her journal such as 
she was, with her faults and her merits, her con- 
tinual restlessness, and her perpetual contradictions. 
M. Edmond de Goncourt, at the time he was 
writing the story of Cherie, used to ask young girls 
and women for confidences and confessions. Marie.., 
BashkirtsefF has given hers. She has, if we are teg 
believe her, told us everything ; but she was notof? 
a disposition to address herself to a single confessor, 
however distinguished he might be. Her vanity 
could only be satisfied with a public confession, and 
it is before the world that she has opened her soul. 

Who would not take pity and compassion on this 
poor child, whose misfortune it was to have had no 
childhood ? That, doubtless, was nobody’s fault, but 
Marie BashkirtsefF was never like those whom the 
God to whom she prayed every day designated as 
alone w'orthy of entering into the Kingdom of 
Heaven. She never knew the ineffable sweetness of 
being small and humble. At fifteen years of age, 





not .'tlS ^jtance ^ 1 ip| 
p<^ti' < * S ' ' Naive* "gladness and sithjiiicity she never 
* osfcessed. 

The first confidences that she makes us are those 
ipf a, little love affair which she had at Rome during 
She Carnival, and which had no other result than a 
||kiss on the eyelids. The young girl showed in it 
la considerable amount of coquetry and skill. 

P’’ “You do not love me,” sighed, one day, the 
ffyoung nephew of a Cardinal whom she allowed 
|'to be her patient admirer, “ Alas ! you do not 
Slove me.” 

“No.” 

“ I must not hope ? ” 

“ Good Heavens ! Yes ! hope always. Hope is 
fin the nature of man; but as for me, I will not 
fgive you any.” 

j& : , The priest’s nephew displayed marked inclination, 
•ebut Marie BashkirtsefF did not allow herself to be 
^caught by it. “ I should be at the pinnacle of joy if 
believed him,” she says, “ but 1 doubt, in spite of 
this genuine, courteous, and even na’fve manner. 
t,That is what comes of being vulgar oneself'' 

And she adds : 


“ Besides, it is the better way.” 

She had not the least desire to marry poor Pietro. 

, “ If I were his wife,” she thought, “ the riches, 
■ the villas, the museums of the Ruspoli, of the Dorias, 
|of the Torlonias, of the Borghese,#of the Chiaras, 
iijwould crush me. I am ambitious and vain above 


Everything. And to say that he loves such a creature 
pimply because he does not know her ! If he knew 
$ter, this creature . . . Ah ! pshaw ! he would love 
iher all the same.” 

To show herself, to be in evidence, to shine, that 


in* 


^repeats incessantly : “ If I were a queen ! ” She e^| 
claims as she walks in Rome I want to be Caesar^ 
Augustus, Marcus Aurelius, Nero, Caracalla, 0ft 
Devil, the Pope!” She finds beauty only in fhej 

princes, in the Duke of H , in the Grand D[ukel 

Wladimir, in Don Carlos. The rest are not worth| 
a look. / 

The most incoherent ideas mingle together 
her head. It is a strange chaos. She is very pious fi 
she prays to God morning and evening. She asks,.! 
from Him a duke for a husband, a beautiful voice,:; 
and her mother’s recovery. She exclaims, like: ; 
Shakspeare’s Claudius : “ There is nothing more:: 
awful than not to be able to pray.” She has a 
special devotion to the Blessed Virgin ; she prac-I 
tises the orthodox religion, and she reads fhsS 
future in a broken mirror, in which she sees a mul- 
titude of little figures, the floor of a church 
in black and white marble, and perhaps a shroud.' 
She consults Alexis the diviner, who in his trancfe 
sees Cardinal Antonelli; she has her fortune told 
for a louis by Mother Jacob. She has every 
superstition. She is persuaded that Pope Pius IX. 
has the evil eye. She fears a misfortune because:! 
she has seen the new moon with her left eye. Her! 
ideas change every moment. At Naples she sud- 
denly asks herself what sort of thing an immortal soul! 
can be since it must retire before an indigestion caused! 
by eating lobster. She does not see how a stomach^ 
ache can put the celestial Psyche to flight, and she! 
concludes that there is no soul, that it is “ a pure in-! 
vention.’’ Some days later she puts a rosary round het^ 
neck, in order to look like Beatrix, she says, and als($ 
because “ God in His simple grandeur does not suffice! 


ifife'^is. .coquettish, she is scatter-brained, 1 but her 
‘Itnet’s head is furnished like that of an old librarian.,; 

t seventeen years of age, Marie BashkirtserF has* 
lead Aristotle, Plato, Dante, and Shakespeare. 
pVmedee Thierry’s stories of Roman history capti- 
vate her. She recalls with pleasure “ an interesting 
||prk on Confucius.” She knows Horace, Tibullus, 
laid the maxims of Pubiiu c Syrus by heart. She 
pels Homer’s poetry deeply. “ Nobody, it seems 
flof me,” she says, “ can escape this adoration for 
|jft| ancients. . . . No modern drama, no romance, 
^o J sensational comedy of Dumas or of George 
Band, has left in me as clear a remembrance amfcas 
profound and natural an i m p r ession as the descripf|on 
$>f the taking of Troy. to have been present 

fit those horrors, to have heard the cries, seen the 
ifire, been with Priam’s family, with those wretches 
jpho hid themselves behind the altars of their gods, 
Iwhere the sinister blaze of the fire which was devour- 
ing their town, was going to search them out and 
betray them . . . and who can escape a shudder whilst 
■reading of the apparition of the phantom of Creusa?” 
Her mind is a storehouse into which she thrusts pell- 
[fnell Madame de Stael’s “ Corinne,” the “ Homme- 
fb’emme ” of M. Alexandre Dumas fils, “ Orlando 
pFurioso,” the novels of M. Zola, and those of 
•George Sand. travels incessantly, going from 
|Nice to Rome, from Rome to Paris, from Paris to St. 
Petersburg, to VKia, and to Berlin. Continually 
§wandering,she is continually bored. Her life seems 
fjbitter and'iAMy to her. “ In this world,” she says, 
|everythin»|t is not sad is stupid, and every- 
Ithing that is^w stupid is sgi.” She is without any- 
thing, because she wishes to have everything. She 



iV''- 

;uish, and 
; “would 

one believe it ? I find everything good and agreeable, 
^even tears, even pain. I love to weep, I love to be 
in despair. I love to be grieved and sad . . . and I 
love life in spite of everything. I want to live. It 
would be cruel to make me die when I am so easy 
to please.’’ At certain hours she has an obscure 
and terrible consciousness of the evil that broods 
over her. From the spring of 1876 onwards she 
feels herself stricken. “ Just now,” she wrote, 
under the date of June 3rd, “ as I went out of my 
dressing-room I w.s superstitiously frightened. I 
saw beside me a woman dressed in a long white robe, 
a light in her hand, with her head a little bent, and 
plain toe-looking like those phantoms of the German 
legends. Reassure yourself, it was only I myself 
reflected in a mirror. Oh ! I am afraid that a physical 
evil may ‘proceed from all these moral tortures.” 

In 1877 a single passion took possession of this, 
troubled soul. Marie Bashkirtseff devoted herself 
entirely to painting. At last she collected the scat- 
tered treasures of her intellect. All her dreams of 
fame melted into a single one, and henceforth she 
lived only , to become a great artist. She studied 
with ardour: in Julien’s Academy, and she soon 
became one of its best pupils. It was, if I dare say| 
>0, one of those sudden conversions of which tbsS 
ives of the saints offer so many examples, and which 
reveal a sincere, unrestrained, unstable nature. 
Henceforth princes were nothing to her. ..She became 
1 Republican, a Socialist, and ever, a bit 5 f a revolu- , 
fionary. She put on no more of Laferri&re’s riding- :/ 
labits, and gaily wore the black smock-frock of the ; 
woman-artist. She discovered the beauty of those | 


;|s in frightful distress, she utters cries of anj 
■%et she loves life. “I find it good,” she says 




CPilSJtie ^etched'E^ She was a new creature. ,'%t the ' 
j|nd of six months she was, along with Mademoiselle 
preslau, at the head of the class. She has drawn 
jfejjortrait ■ of her rival which is certainly not a 
pattering one ; “ Breslau is thin, outlandish, wasted, 
^though with an interesting head, no charm, like a 
boy, and — all alone ! ” She flatters herself that if 
jijigj.had Mademoiselle Breslau’s talent, she would 
ftiake use of it in a more feminine fashion. She 
Would then be unique in Paris. In the meantime 
jshe works furiously. It is on January 2ist, 1882, 
that for the first time she sees Bastien Lepage, 
Slyhose painting she admired and imitated. “ He is 
quite small.” she says, “ quite fair, w r ears his hair 
in the Breton style, has a turned-up nose, and the 
beard of a young man.” He was already smitten 
With the disease of which he was soon to die. She 
%rself felt that it had overtaken her. For two 
jars she had been a prey to a racking cough. She 
lw thin. She became deaf. This infirmity drove 
per to despair. “ Why,” said she, “ why does God 
lake us suffer ? If it is He who created the 
world, why has He created evil, suffering, wicked- 
ness ? . . . i. shall never get better. . . . There 
will be a veil between me and the rest of the world. 
'j' 3 |e wind in the branches, the murmur of water, 
the rain dropping on the window-panes, words pro- 
nounced in a low voice, I shall hear nothing of all 
ihat ! ” Soon she learns that she is in consumption, 
and that her right lung is attacked. She exclaims : 

? Let me have ten years more, and fame and love 
ijtmng those ten years ! and I shall die content at 
thirty. If there were any one with whom to come 
to terms I would make it a bargain — to die at 
||irty, after having known what it is to live.” The 



follows itsiatal cSurseTTiaiHH^^^S 
,;sefF writes on August 29th, 1883 '• u ^ cough allf hl| 
time in spite of the heat, and this afternoon, during? 
; the model’s rest, as I was half asleep on the divan| 
I saw myself stretched out, and a great taper lighte<$; 
by my side. ... 

•“ To die ? I am very frightened of it.” 

Now that life is escaping her, she loves it-.tc| 
distraction. Arts, music, painting, books, society^ 
dresses, luxury, noise, quiet, laughter, sadness,' 
melancholy, love, cold, sunshine, all the seasons, 
the calm plains of Russia, and the mountains o£. 
Naples, the snow, the rain, the spring and its in-' 
toxications, the tranquil days of summer and its ; 
beautiful starlit nights, she adores, she admires 
them all! And she must die. “To die, it is a 
word that one says, and that one writes easily* but'; 
to think, to believe that one is going to die soon 
Do I believe it ? No, but I fear it.” 

And some days later, brushing aside those illu- 
sions that plant themselves so obstinately at the; 
bedside of consumptives, she sees death distinctly : 

“ Here is then the end of all our trouJSls ! So 
many aspirations, so many desires, so manyjjrojects, 
so many ... to die at twenty-four on the threshold 
of everything.” 

While she was dying, Bastien Lepage, also dying; 
had himself carried to her almost every day. The* 
journal stops at Monday, October 20th. Even on 
that day, Bastien Lepage had come, supported by| 
his brother, to the bedside of the dying woman| 
Marie Bashkirtseff expired eleven days afterwards;? 
“on a foggy day,” says M. Andre Theuriet, “ like 
that which she had painted in one of her la$i; 
pictures, ‘ L’ Allee. ’ ” 




TOoucKIHg:- 


l^hiq'ws us Love arid Death, the one" beside the - other,' 
3 ui?¥ terrible epitome. But there is in Marie 
BashkirtsefPs all too short life something birter, 
'something which contracts the heart. We think as 
we read her “ Journal ” that she must have died still 
Unsatisfied, and that her shade yet wanders some- 


where, laden with heavy desires. 

, As I reflect on the agitations of that troubled spirit, 
arid follow the course of that life, uprooted and flung 
jto all the winds of Europe, I murmur with the 
fervour of a prayer this verse of Sainte-Beuve : 


u To be bo u to live and to die in the same house ! 


MAD FOLK IN LITERATURE * 


FRENCHMAN who made the jour|| 
ney to London went one day to so|f 
the great Charles Dickens. He wa|| 
admitted and expressed his admira|| 
tkm as an excuse for thus trespassing 
on the precious time of such a being, i 
“Your fame,” he added, “ and the 
universal sympathy you inspire, doubtless expose 
you to innumerable intrusions. Your door is alway&J 
besieged. You must be visited every day by princes^ 
statesmen, scholars, writers, artists, and even mad-| 
men.” 

“Yes! madmen, madmen,” cried Dickens, carried; 1 
away by the agitation which, towards the end of his : 
life, often moved him. “ Madmen ! They alodt^ 
amuse me.” "L l( 

And he pushed his astonished visitor thit by fie 
shoulders. 

Charles Dickens always liked madmen, he wlw>- 
described with such tender grace t hei fnnocence of 
the good Mr. Dick. Everybody kifpvs Mr. Dick,' 
for everybody has read “ David Copperneld.” Every-; 
body in France at least, for to-day it is the fashion in? 
England to neglect the best of English story-tellers.- 
A young aesthete lately informed me that “ Dombeyl 

* u L’lnconnu.” Par Paul Hervieu, “ Le Horla.” Par Gxxj^ 
dc Maupassant* 


SM 



*54 


rife tli 


rfold me that LoM Byron was a rather ^dull poet, ! 
^something like our own Ponsard. I do, not believe 
fit. I believe that Byron is one of the greatest poets 
'.of the cenlury, and I believe that Dickens had more 
iffeeling than any other writer. I believe that his 
f novels are as beautiful as the iove and the pity that 
f inspired them. I believe that “ David Copperfield ” 
f is a new gospel. I believe, lastly, that Mr. Dick, 

’ with whom alone J have to do here, is a sensible 
• madman, for the only reason left him is the reason 
/ of the heart, and that is hardly ever deceived. What 
l matter if he flies kites on which he has written some 
/reflections regarding the death of King Charles I. ? 

! He is benevolent ; he wishes ill to no one, and that 
is a piece of wisdom to which many sane men do not 
■ attain as easily as he does. It was a piece of good 
/luck for Mr. Dick to be Dorn in England. Individual 
liberty is greater there than in France. Originality 
/is more favourably regarded there, more respected, 
/than it is with us. And what is madness, after all, 
but a sort of mental originality ? I say madness, 
and not insanity. Insanity is the loss of the intel- 
lectual faculties. Madness is only a strange and 
singular use t)f those faculties. 


in my childhood 1 knew an old man who became 
/mad through hearing of the death of an only son, 
/ buriea at twenty years of age beneath an avalanche 
/on the Rigi. His madness took the form of always 
/dressing himself in mattress-ticking. With that 
exception he was almost perfectly sane. All the 
■little ragamuffins of the district used to follow him 
'in the street, uttering wild cries. But, as he joined the 
■gentleness of a child to the strength of a colossus, he in- 
aspired them with respect, frightening them sufficiently 


j example: of an exSeltenr System bf.poiice^^VIpfi:,^ 
entered the house of a friend his first business was t<| 
take off the sort of chess-board smock that made him, 
look ridiculous. He placed it on an arm-chair in suclfj 
a way that, as far as srafjossible, it seemed to cover 
human body . cane as a sort of vertebr; 

column, then on the tof^gikhe cane he put his large! 
felt hat, the brim of wnp he turned down, anq| 
which, in his hands, assumed fantastic shape. WheiiJ 
that was done he gazed for a moment at the clothessj 
he had taken off just as one looks at an old friend| 
who is ill and is now sleeping, and immediately! 
he became the sanest man in the world, as if, in truth, | 
it was his own madness which had dressed itself upf 
for a carnival and was now asleep. He still had on| 
a very decent under-garment, a sort of black waist-! 
coat with sleeves, not unlike what, in the time of! 
Louis XVI., they used to call a vest. Many a time'; 
I have enjoyed seeing him and hearing him.. He« 
spoke on all sorts of subjects, and with much judgment 
and intelligence. He was a scholar, nurtured upon 
all that could give a knowledge of men and of the, 
world. In particular, he had in his head a rich library : 
of travels, and he had no equal in relating; the shi, 
wreck of the “ Medusa,” or some other adventure/ 
sailors in Oceania. 

It would be unpardonable for me to olgjat that K9j 
was an excellent humanist ; for, out of jure good * 
will, he gave me several Greek and Iajfc lessons, | 
that helped me greatly in my studies. nR zeal iri| 
rendering services showed itself at every turn, f! 
have seen him interrupt some complicated calcula-| 
tions, with which an astronomer had entrusted him,! 
and chop up wood to oblige an old servant-maidj 



$1 AD FOLK; IN’, LITE RATUSOS?? • i Jj| 

fjlis memory was retentive. He remembered every 
Invent in his life except the one that had deranged him. 
!?The death of his son seemed ' o have entirely departed 
i from his memory ; at least no one ever heard him 
gutter a single word that cr aid lead to the belief that he 
^remembered what hu terrible misfortune had been. - 
- He was of an equable, almost of a gay, disposition, and 
■ his mind naturally settled upon gentle, affectionate, 
cheerful images. He sought the company of young 
people. By being among them, his mind had taken 
a very pronounced pedagogical turn. I have since 
thought of him when I read Rollin’s “Traite des 
Etudes.” 1 ought to say that he scarcely participated 
in the thoughts of his young friends ; he followed 
the course of his own with an obstinacy that nothing 
could overcome. But I have remarked a like dis- 
posi- on in the case of all the really superior people 
with whom I have been permitted to associate. 
After having for twenty years clothed himself in an 
overcoat made of mattress-ticking, he appeared one 
day in a small check coat that was in no way ridicu- 
lous. His disposition had changed like his costume, 
but this change was far from being equally advan- 
tageous. The poor man was melancholy, silent, 
taciturn. The few, hardly intelligible words that 
escaped him bore witness to agitation and terror. 
His face, which had always been very red, was 
covered with violet patches. His lips were black 
and sunken. He refused all food. One day he 
spoke of the son whom he had lost. The following 
morning he was found hanging in his room. Thd 
memory of that old man inspires in me a true sym- 
pathy for all those who are like him. But I think 
they are few in number. It is with madmen as with 
other men : the good are rare, and we might visit 
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many an asylum before we found a second old mail 
wearing mattress- ticking, or another Mr. Dick. f 
M. 'Paul Hervieu is not far from thinking, like ; 
Dickens, that madmen are the only interesting 
people. He tells us in “L’Inconnu” a terrible,, 
story of madness, which is at last found to be only a 
dream, but by far the most terrifying and coherent 
of dreams, the dream of a madman. There is no 
one like a madman to ride a nightmare to perfection. 
This is what M. Paul Hervieu, with his rare talent, has 
shown us. By a reversal of the Cartesian philosophy, . 
he has shown u'> the reasoning of madness. He has 
followed the thinking machine through its successive 
derangements with the interest that a perverted 
watchmaker might be expected to take in examining 
an extraordinarily bad watch. His book is yery 
curious and quite original. It produces two effects : 
it terrifies and it moves to reflection. I will spare 
you the fear, and not without good reasons. I 
should need to have all M. Paul Hervieu’s talent 
and to employ it as he has done in order to com- 
municate to you the shudder which he has given me. 
As for the reflections that his book inspires* they 
are numerous. I may at the least allow one of them 
to slip from me. It is so agreeable to philosophise ! 

While I am writing, an acacia sways its light 
and flowery branches beneath my window, and I 
repeat to myself this distich from a poet in the 
“ Anthology ” : “ Let us seat ourselves beneath this 
fine tree : it will be pleasant to converse in its 
shade.” A fine tree and calm thoughts, what is 
there better in the world t My acacia, which is 
gently shaken by the wind, scatters the perfumed 
snow of its flowers even over my table. Under this 
agreeable influence it is impossible for me to prevent 
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myself from feeling a real sympathy with the madmen 
5who do little harm. As for doing none at ali, that, 
indeed, is forbidden to men, whether mad or sane. 
There exists no possible way of living without doing 
4iarm to something. We should not hate madmen. 
Are they not like the rest of us ? Who can boast 
that he is mad in no respect? I have just looked 
in Littre and Robin’s Die .ionary for the definition 
of madness and I could, not find it. At least the one 
which we read there is nearly devoid of sense. I 
almost expected this; for madness, when it is not 
characterised by some anatomical lesion, remains 
indefinable. We say that a man is mad when he 
does not think as we do. That is all. Philosophically 
the ideas of madmen are as legitimate as our own. 
They figure to themselves the exterior world accord- 
ing 'O the impressions they receive from it. That 
is exactly what we, who are regarded as sane, do 
also. In them and in us the world is reflected 
differently. We say that the image we receive is 
true, and that those which they receive are false. 
In n$al|ty, neither is absolutely false and neither is 
absolutely ^:ruc. Theirs is true for them, and ours 
is true *for us. Listen to this fable : One day a 
mirror with a perfectly flat surface met a convex 
mirror in a garden. 

“ I think you are very silly,” it said, “to represent 
nature in the way you do. You must be mad, or 
you would not give every figure a large belly and a 
small head and feet, and change all the straight lines 
into curved lines.” 

“ It is you who distort nature,” tartly replied the 
convex mirror ; “ your flat shape imagines that the 
trees are quite straight because it makes them so, and 
that everything is flat outside you as well as inside 
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you. The trunks of the trees are curved. That is 
the truth. You are but a deceptive mirror.” 

“ I do not deceive anybody,” said the other. 
“It is you, friend Convex, who caricature men and 
things.” i 

The quarrel began to grow heated when a 
mathematician passed that way. He was, so the 
story runs, the great d’Alembert. 

“ My friends, you are both right and both wrong,” 
said he to the mirrors. “ You both reflect objects 
according to the laws of optics. The figures that 
you receive are, both of them, of geometrical exact- 
ness. They arr both perfect. A concave mirror 
would produce a third reflection, very different, but 
also perfect. As for nature herself, nobody knows 
her true figure, and it is even probable that she has 
no figure at all save in the mirrors that reflect her. 
Learn then, gentlemen, not to call each other madmen 
because you do not receive the same reflections of 
things.” 

That, I think, is an excellent fable, and I dedicate 
it to the mad doctors who lock people up because 
their passions and feelings are widely removed from 
their own. They regard a spendthrift man or an. 
amorous woman as deprived of reason, just as i£ 
there was not as much reason in prodigality and in 
love as in avarice and egoism. 

They think that a man is mad when he hears what 
others do not hear and sees what others do not see. 
Yet Socrates consulted his demon and Joan of Arc 
heard voices. And, besides, are we not all visionaries 
and victims of hallucination ? Do We know what the 
external world is, or do we perceive anything else 
all our life long except the luminous or sonorous 
vibrations of our sensory nerves ? It is true that 
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bur hallucinations are constant and habi.ual, of a 
general and common order. The perceptions of 
madmen are rare, exceptional, distinguished. It is 
by this, above all, that they are recognised. 

It is a madman, also, to whom M. Guy de Mau- 
passant, the prince of story-tellers, introduces us in 
“ Le Horla.” The poor man is haunted by a 
vampire who disturbs his sleep and drinks the nvlfc 
off his night-table. He is furious and in despair 
because of this, and not without reason, for there is 
nothing more frightful than to feel oneself fighting 
against an invisible enemy. 

But shall I tell you my whole thought upon the 
matter ? For a madman, this man seems to me 
to be lacking in subtlety. In his place I would 
let the vampire gorge itself at leisure on the milk, 
and*I would say to myself : “Things are going on 
excellently; by absorbing the alkaline liquid, this 
animal cannot fail to assimilate some opaque elements, 
and he will become visible. In the meantime, he 
cannot continue invisible without remaining trans- 
parent, therefore if I do not see him I shall at least 
see in his body the milk he has drunk.” If you 
wish, I would not keep to the milk. I would try and 
(hake him "“Swallow madder to colour him red from 
head to foot. 

So much being granted, and provided that they 
drink neither milk nor water, invisible beings can 
indeed exist. And pray why not? "What is there 
absurd in assuming their existence ? It is the contrary 
hypothesis, little as people imagine it, which is re- 
pugnant to reason. For the chances are that all 
the forms of life do not come within our senses, and 
that we are not constituted in such a way as to be 
able to comprehend the whole scale of beings. In 
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■ order' to come within otir view, life must manl^® 
/ itself in very special conditions of temperature. ':-'^ 
it exists in the gases, which, after all, is not impossible! 
we can know nothing about it. But that is no reason/ 
for denying its existence. Matter, in the gaseous^ 
state, has not less energy than in the solid state/ 
Why should the suns, which seem to perform royal 
and paternal functions at the centre of every system 
in the universe — why should they be the abode of 
eternal silence ? Why should they not bear within 
their mighty bosoms life and intelligence at the 
same time as heat and light? And why should 
not the atmos .here of the planets, why should not 
the atmosphere of the earth, be in like manner 
inhabited ? Can we not imagine very light and 
extremely diaphanous beings, imbibing their nutri- 
ment upon the higher atmospheric levels ? 

Nothing prevents the existence of children of the 
air just as there are children of the waters and sons 
of the earth. 


THE CHEVALIER DE FLORIAN 


HE Provencals of Paris, following their 
custom, celebrated Florian ’s anni- 
versary on Sunday last. Florian, born 
in fair Occitania, is their compatriot. 
It is true that he wrote in the tongue 
of the barbarians, in the idiom of 
La Fontaine and Voltaire; it is true 
that he lived and died in a foreign land. But the 
Provencals are indulgent. They are full of joy and 
forgetfulness. They have forgiven him for every- 
thing. Their tolerant piecy, their sober cheerful- 
ness, enliven the poet’s tomb every year. Singing 
and drinking t^ke place at it. That is to say, the 
most agreeable acts of popular religion are performed 
beside it. These Provencals comprehend life and 
death in an admirable way. To them everything is 
an excuse^for a holiday. 

But for them the author of ‘ Galatee ” would fall 



into oblivion, and that would be a pity. When we 
call to mind the memory of the Chevalier de Florian 
we have the same feeling of pleasure that is given by 
finding a very delicate half-obliterated pastel in an 
old curiosity shop. 

“ On the banks of the Gardon, at the foot of the 
highest mountains of the Cevennes, between the 
town of Anduze and the village of Massane, there 


is a valley in which nature seems to have gathered 
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jgcther all her treasures. There, alongwidefields, 1 
trough which meander the waters of the stream, one 
lay walk under arbours of fig-trees and acacias. 

X\\£ lowering broom, and the narcissus 
( enamel the ground ; pomegranate and hawthorn 
scatter their perfume through the air ; a circle of 
hills studded with tufted trees shuts the valley in 
on all sides, and snow-clad rocks mark the distant 
horizon.” Thus Florian himself, in his “Estelle,” 
describes the valley where he was cradled. Alluding 
to this passage, the worthy Sedaine said to the poet, 
when he received him into the Academy : “ The 

homage which you render to those places that have 
witnessed your birth is a new proof of that sensibility 
which characterises you.” 

Son of a poor Chevalier of Saint-Louis, Florian 
was brought up in the castle that an ancestor of, his 
had built at a huge expense. “ He was,” Florian 
says, “ a nobleman who spent all his wealth upon 
women and masons.” His mother, Gillette de 
Salgues, was of Castilian origin. Boissy d’Anglas, a 
friend of the family, tells us that “ she had retained 
some of the special habits and customs of the country 
where she was born, and transmitted them to her 
son.” He lost her early, and was sent to a boarding 
school. He had many masters. One of them often 
brought him to the Rue des Pr^tres, to the house of 
a lady who lived on the fifth storey and who painted 
fans. “ I noticed,” he himself related afterwards, 
“ that he had almost always something to say to her in 
private, and that this required them to go into the 
adjoining room. One day I had the cariosity to go 
and look through the keyhole; 1 saw th^t conversing, 
but in a way that gave me food for tb#$ght for more 
than a week afterwards.” 
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It was not from this master’s lessons that he pro- 
fited least. We know, by his own admission, that 
;before he was seventeen he was “happy enough to 
possess a mistress, a trick with the sword, and a frie id.” 
The friend was a brawler of the worst type, who had 
trouble with the watch, and caused some unpleasant- 
ness to the young Chevalier. Luckily Florian had 
also an uncle, and this uncle, having married one of 
Voltaire’s nieces, sent his nephew to Ferney. Voltaire 
found his young relat /e prepossessing, petted him, 
and called him Floriannet. He did better still. He 
placed him, when he was sixteen, as page to the Due 
de Penthi&vre. To celebrate his appointment, the 
Chevalier drank so much coffee and liqueurs with the 
other pages “that he became rathei seriously ill.” 
These little scapegraces committed a thousand 
pranks. The good Duke was not the man to notice 
them. He was a saint. In his own innocence he 
never saw anything that was evil. It is related that 
one day, at a fair, a dealer who did not know him 
showed him some indecent figures, and put them in 
motion before him. The worthy Duke believed in 
all innocence that they were playthings for children, 
and he bought them for a little princess and sent them 
to her n£xt day. 

This excellent man interested himself in Florian, 
and soon gave him a company in his regiment of 
dragoons. It was the custom. “ Lindor,” says 
Marmontel in his “ Contes Moraux,” “ had obtained 
a company of cavalry on ceasing to be a page.’’ 
Afterwards becoming gentleman-in- waiting to the 
Due de Penthievre, Florian celebrated the inex- 
haustible benevolence of his master. 

“ Avec lui la bontd, la douce bienfaisance 
Dans le palais d ; Anet habitent en silence. 
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Let vains plaisirs ont fui, mais non pas le bonheur. 

Bourbon n’invite point lcs folAtres berg&re* 

A s’assembler sous les ormeaux ; 

II ne sc mele point A leurs danses 16 g£res, 

Mais il leur donne des troupeaux.” * 

It was while living with the Duke, in the castles of 
Anet and Sceaux, that Florian composed those pastorals 
/n which we see no wolves, those pretty Italian comedies 
in which Harlequin himself is visible, and those poetical 
romances of which at the time it used to be said 
with an exquisite politeness: “They are dedicated 
to Fenelon, and the offering does not disfigure the 
altar.” On the eve of the Revolution, the young 
Chevalier was tc'.ching his shepherdesses to dance. 
“ Galatee ” appeared in 1783, “ Numa Pompilius” 
in 1786, “ Estelle ” in 1788. Without inspiring en- 
thusiasm, these works were well received. Although 
people of taste felt the weakness of the form, pastorals 
became the fashion. The designers, and especially 
Queverdo, prefixed to them polite frontispieces on 
which one might behold shepherdesses with flowers 
in their hats, ribbons on their crooks* and the name 
Estelle engraven on the bark of the oaks. Laharpe, 
though he was a friend of the author, dealt severely 
with “ Gonzalve de Cordoue. ,? But he had praised 
“ Galatee.” It is said that Rivarol once overtook 
Florian, who was walking in front of him, a manu- 
script half sticking out of his pocket, and exclaimed : 
u Ah, sir, it would be a temptation to rob you if we 
did not know you/’ But this was merely a witticism. 
We know, from the evidence of a contemporary, that 

* “ Goodness and sweet benevolence dwell silently with him 
in the palace of Anet. Vain pleasures have fled, but happiness 
remains. Bourbon does not invite the wanton shepherdesses to 
gather beneath his elms ; he does not join in their nimble dances, j 
but he gives them flocks.” 



THE CHEVALIER DE FLORIAN ' 

“ Estelle ” brought to Florian much more than 
"Emile” and "la Nouveile Helolse” brought to 
Jean- Jacques. 

Whatever we may think of him to-day. Florian 
had the genius of the opportune. He made him- 
self a shepherd at a time when all the ladies were 
shepherdesses. He spoke of nature and sentiment 
to a society which wished to hear of nothing but sen- 
timent and nature. His " Numa Pompilius,” pub- 
lished three years before the assembly of the States- 
General, is merely one long aliusion to the political 
aspirations of France. This king inspired by wisdom, 
this prince, a disciple of Zoroaster, raised by the 
people’s choice to the august and supreme magistracy, 
this Numa who makes of the names of father and of 
king two perfect synonyms, was he not the image of 
the constitutional monarch, of the philosophic prince 
for whom the nation was waiting ? Was he not the 
emblem of the hopes which Louis XVI. then gave to 
his idolatrous people ? 

People saw«everything rose-coloured. Philosophy 
wilt govern us, they said. And what benefits are 
there which reason will not scatter among men when 
they become subject to its all-powerful empire ? The 
golden age Imagined by the poets will become a reality. 
All ills will disappear, and with them the fanaticism 
and tyranny that have given them birth. The virtuous 
and enlightened man will enjoy an untroubled felicity. 
Men dreamed of the morals of Galatea and of the 
policy of Numa. 

• The Chevalier de Florian had all the appearance 
of one of the flock. Nevertheless, it was a young 
wolf that stole into the sheepfold of the fashionable 
theatres. We find the following verses among his 
fugitive pieces : 



't. i> jrfjjiw, . tr- ■'>,vr«W9W w;* *-yM jc , a^fv^- 1 

ON LIFE AND- LETTERS 

“TO MADAME G 

“ ( Ajter having seen her flay the 'Mere Confidante .’) 

“ Que j’aimc a t’ecouter, quand d’un accent si tendre 
Tu dis que la vertu fait seule le bonheur 1 
Ton secret pour te faire entendre, 

C’est de laisser parler ton coeur. 

Mais, en blamant l’amour, ta voix trop scduisante 
Vers l’amour, malgre moi, m’entraine & cbaque instant ; 

Et dupuis que j’ai vu la Mere confidante 
J’ai grand besoin d’un confident.”* 

This Madame G is no other than Rose Gontier, 

who had not her equal in moving the spectator to 
both smiles and tears. She was eight years older 
than the Chevalier. He loved her, but she loved 
him much more. There remains but a single and a 
tardy testimony of their love. A long, long time 
-lifter the death of Florian, Rose Gontier, who had 
then become the good Mother Gontier, was a 
source of amusement to her new companions, for she 
seemed to be a figure belonging to another age. She 
was very pious, and never went on th? stage without 
making the sign of the cross two or three times in 
the wings. All the young actresses used tg> amuse 
themselves by teasing the woman who played “ Ma 
tante Aurore” so naturally. They used to surround 
her in the green-room, and were continually asking 
her the same malicious question : 

“Is it indeed possible, Mamma Gontier, is it 
indeed true, that M. de Florian used t$t<rbeat 
you r 

# “ How I love to listen to you when with so tender an accent 
you say that virtue alone brings happiness 1 The secret which 
makes you listened to is that you let your heart speak. But, 
even while it blames love, your too seductive voice drags me, 
despite myself, every moment towards love ; and when I have 
seen the 4 M&rc Confidentc ’ I too have great need for a confidant.” 
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' And as sole answer and explanation, very reserved 
as she was, the good Mamma Gontier used to say 
to them in her eighteenth-century phrase : 

“You see, my children, he was on the free 
list.” * 

It is piquant to know that Estelle was beaten by 
Nemorin. The Revolution was a great nuisance to, 
Florian, who had thought, of it in quite a different 
manner. When the first troubles broke out he took 
refuge in Sceaux, where he lived in great retire- 
ment. On February 17th, 1792, he wrote to Boissy 
d’Anglas: 

“ I pasc my life quietly by the side of my fire, 
reading Voltaire and avoiding a society which has 
become a frightful arena where everybody hates 
reason, where virtue is no longer even praised, where 
humanity, the first of virtues, and moderation, the 
first of good qualities, are despised by all parties. I 
am very well off in my solitude, and, if I had news 
of you oftener, I should like it still better.” 

Florian hacf about this time shown himself very 
ardent in regard towards the third daughter of M. Le 
S£n6chal, the Administrator of the Royal Domains. 
She was not insensible to the attentions of a man 
more than fourteen years her elder, but agreeable 
and celebrated. Without being betrothed to each 
other, they had exchanged pledges in which Sophie 
(that was the young girl’s name) placed implicit trust. 
We possess a literary portrait of Sophie at the age of 
nineteen. It is well to state, before showing that 
portrait to the reader, that it is by an unsuccessful 
rival of the Chevalier. “To the regularity of her 
features,” if we are to believe this witness, “ Sophie 
ioined an animated countenance. She was a Greek 

* Saint-Beuve on Madame Deibordes-Valmore. 
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beauty or a French beauty according as it suited her. 
She lacked nothing except vivid colouring. At first, 
pride seemed to be the distinguishing character of her 
appearance, but the impression of pity threw over 
it, so to speak, a ray of celestial light. When she 
heard a fine action related her eyes flashed with noble 
fire. She had too keen a liking for striking flashes 
of wit.” 

And the lover-portraitist adds ingenuously : 

“ It was this that distressed me, for I could not 
carry on this species of contest with her.” Then he 
adds the final touches to the picture : “An extreme 
activity endangered her health, which had already 
shown some disquieting signs. Music, painting, the 
translation of some English novels, to which she 
occasionally added very forcibly conceived scenes of 
her own, then occupied days into which there also 
entered the most poignant griefs.” Vivacious, witty, 
melancholy, of a literary bent, Sophie Le S6n6chal 
was entirely suited to the fashion and taste of the 
time. Her father held one of those civil offices; 
which the wealthy middle classes divided among, 
themselves, for all positions of judicial and financial; 
administration then belonged to the people as dis- 
tinguished from the nobility. M. Le Senechal ltad 
established his two elder daughters in the ranks of 
the nobility ; one was Marquise de Chdrisigr, her 
younger sister Marquise d’Audiffret. He was 
himself insignificant. But his wife had some pre- 
tensions to culture, and kept a salon for men of 
letters. This family, recently wealthy, had been 
almost ruined by the Revolution. The property of 
the Administrator of Royal Domains was being surely 
dissipated in the hands of a sequestrator. After 
the ioth of August M. Le Senechal judged it prudent 
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Vto leave Paris, where he had incurred the suspicion 
of being a Moderate. He retired with his family to 
• Rouen. There he became acquainted with Charles 
.Lacretelle, called Lacretelle the Younger, then aged 
twenty-six. Lacretelle was not long a visitor at the 
Le Senechals’ house before, be fell in love with the 
young Sophie. He concealed this love from her 
with the greater ease inasmuch as she did not share 
it. She used to call him “ bi other,” and he soon felt 
all the bitter meaning of a word which had at first 
seemed so sweet to him. As he was a very worthy 
young man, he told his views and feelings to the fair 
Sophie’s mother. The answer he obtained was not 
favourable. Here it is as it has been transmitted 
to us : 

“ It is because I regard you as Sophie’s elder brother 
that I am going to conf .le to you something which must 
remain locked in your bosom, and which I believe to 
be necessary for your happiness. Do not deceive 
yourself; give up all hope. My daughter is courted 
by the Chevalfer de Florian, and does not seem 
insensible to that homage. I should be glad if she 
lost the memory of it, for I have seen that the 
Chevalier’s ^love diminishes in oroportion as our 
fortune grows smaller, and every day of the Revolu- 
tion injures what is left to us. Do not imagine that 
he is like one of his own pastoral heroes ; he has too 
much hoijtojlr to be a seducer ; but he has too much 
prudence and calculation to be a Nemorin.” 

It does not appear that the rival who listened to 
these words has softened them in any way. As he 
relates them, they are indeed too severe. If the 
Chevalier was not eager to marry Mile. Le Senechal, 
it is easy to imagine other reasons for his delay be- 
sides deceived cupidity. A suspect himself, and in a 
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state of continual alarm in his retreat at Sceaux, he 
could reasonably judge that the eve of the proscrip- 
tion was not the time to unite his destiny with that 
of a young girl charged, like himself, with a want of 
patriotism. That would have been a piece of noble- 
minded folly, and M. de Florian was not capable of 
follies of any sort. He held with Parny that 

“ Une indifference paisible 
Est la plus sage des vertus.” # 

He was too prudent not to be a little selfish, and 
he, as well as others, thought that at such an epoch 
it was enough to keep oneself alive without doing 
anything more, Madame Le S6n6chal was far from 
having any illusions about his character, and a new 
proof of the Chevalier’s peace-loving inclinations was 
not long in presenting itself. Having settled at 
Montrouge at the end of May 1792, this lady gave 
refuge to the Marquis d’Audiffret, her son-in-law, 
who had been placed on the list of emigres . The 
patriots of Montrouge informed against him, and he 
was immediately arrested. Madame Le Senechal 
asked Florian to bear witness that M. d’Audiffret 
had not left the territory of the Republic. This was 
true, but there was danger in bearing witness to it. 
D’Audiffret was not an emigre , but he was a ci- 
devant aristocrat. His brother-in-law, the, Marquis 
de Cherisey, had emigrated. D’Audiffret^fes doubly 
suspect. Flprian, a ci-devant aristocraMKo, could 
not show hMjelf without danger. HqlKed to be 
excused. MEf§ young rival, too happy aFleizing the 
opportunity furnished him, offered himself as a 
witness. He ran the greatest risks in taking this 
step, for his share in contributing with Andre Chinier 

* u A peaceful indifference 
Is the wisest of virtues.” 



... 

|£o the “ Journal de Paris ” could not he forgotten, 
Prle did not hesitate, however, but presented himself 
Ibefore the municipality and obtained the freedom of 
PSophie’s brother-in-law. Need it be said that he was 
fnot loved any the better because of this ? Lucky for 
|Jiim if he was forgiven for having shown a greatness 
fof soul that the man who was loved had not dis- 
played ! That is a grievance not easily endured by a 
' Woman who loves. 

F The Chevalier often visited Madame Le Sene- 
schal at Montrouge. He had lost his gaiety, and to 
Sophie he no longer displayed either gallantry or love. 

* “ One evening,’ 5 says Lacretelle, “he suddenly^ came 
' in at the moment when we were improvising as well 
^as we could a little comedy taken from ‘ Gil Bias, 5 
pin which General Baraguay d’Hilliers, with his fine 
and noble appearance, represented Captain Roland, 1 
Gil Bias, and pretty Madame d’Audiffret the old 
ebc who supplied the robbers with drink. I never 
aw a more gloomy or a more wretched figure than 
hat of Floiiati. He was a pi jphet whose hair 
itood on end. He had just read an account of a 
iitting of the Jacobins, filled with the most atrocious 
proposals, which were but too soon to be converted 
into decrees, and he himself regarded them as 
decrees that had already been enacted. To punish 
s for our gaiety, he seemed to take a pleasure in 
etrifying us with terror. He almost foretold all 
our deaths. The warning would have been useful 
if we had had opportunities for escape. That is 
what Madame Le Senechal gently remarked. After 
HsM^parture we tried to go on with the piece we 
haapfegun, but could not force ourselves to do so. 55 
, If was decidedly wrong of the Chevalier not to be 
gay. I have it from a very witty and very sensible 



person that gaiety is the most amiable form of'cburagp 
But we must admit that the anxieties of the ci-devank 
Chevalier were well founded. Soon this inoffensiygf 
man, the victim of an odious and absurd suspicion! 
was put under arrest and brought to La BourbeJ 
This was the name vulgarly given to the old convent 
of Port-Royal of Paris, which had become a prison; 
under the name Port-Libre. It was still a habitable 
dwelling, in spite of the restraint, and its discipline,., 
was not so severe as that of the other houses of| 
detention. | 

The company in it was excellent. In the evening- 
the women used to dress themselves with the utmost** 
pains, and to assemble with the men in the large 
common hall, which they transformed into an ele- 
gant drawing-room. The poet, Vigee, and Citizen? 
Coittant used to repeat their verses. Baron de?.. 
Wirbach used to give concerts, and it is said thataT 
Baron de Wirbach was the best performer of hi$| 
time on the tenor viol. An acacia planted in 
of the courtyards sheltered, it is said, the tenderesflf.. 
confidences ; a grateful poet has celebrated it in art;'-?; 
ode which ends with this verse : 


u Sous son ombrage on fut hJjKSx * 

We read in the diary of the prisoners of? 

La Bourbe, under the date of the 27th Messidor ofp 
the year Two (July 15th, 1794) : “There was brought! 
to us this morning ya very estimable man, the? 
Chevalier de Florian, author of * Numa,’ ‘ Estelle,’;/ 
&c.” Three days afterwards, they all assembled it$ 
the evening to hear one of their number sing a song 
written by the new-comer, whose companions in Imls'lf 
fortune they held it apj honour to be. It does notf 

* “ Beneath its- 'shadow happiness was found.” 
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Appear' that Fiorian -took part in those pale festivals 

%f captivity. W®. aro not told that he chatted with 
the gaily dressed women, or that he sat, at nig! t time, 
beneath the acacia. Moreover, his detention was of 
|short duration. He left La Bourbe a few days after the 
pth Thermidor. Back in hi? dear retreat of Sceaux he 
|was unable to find within himself the peace that, 
fsurrounded him. 4 fever consumed him. At 
tievery knock at his door his agitated imagination 
|saw patriots armed w'tn pikes, come to arrest him. 
$He languished on in this way for a few weeks, and 
'died on the 29th Fructidor of the year Two 
(September 15th, 1794), at tne age of thirty-eight. 
jA few months afterwards Mademoiselle Sophie Le 
JSenechal married an obscure but wealthy man, and, 

; four years later, Rose Gontier married her comrade 
ijjAllaire. 


. Such is the true Fiorian He used to beat his 
^mistress, and he did not marry Mademoiselle Sophie. 
But the shade of Estelle still smiles upon his tomb 
■ in the village graveyard where he rests. 


ON THE INAUGURATION OF THE| 
STATUE OF ARMAND CARREL 
AT ROUEN 

HERE are different ways in which a 
member of a political party may in- 
spire his opponents with respect. The 
surest way of winning it is a long, 
immutable, and majestic incapacity. 
«ut it is not always possible to attain 
it by force of talent combined with 
greatness of character. Carrel is a proof ofcthis. His 
political enemies, though they feared him, "'bowed 
before the nobility of his soul. Carrel had bee ng& n 
ensign before he became a journalist. He brdjffht 
with him into public life the brilliant virtues of 
arms. A few traits will be enough to depict his 
intrepidity. . ; } 

The son of a cloth-merchant of Rouen, Armanc 
Carrel was in 1820 one of the most intelligent as 
also one of the most erratic pupils at Saint-Cyr. rlij 
impetuosity and his elegance gave promise of a goc 
officer. But he was not very manageable, and . ' 
also displayed his admiration for the soldiers ofrflKe 
Republic and of the Empire with a generous impru- 
dence. The Commandant of ,tbe School at the timf 
was Count Albignac de CaStelnau, a brave soldier 
who, forget; ing his honourable services in the Grand 
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At ;r y," rememWred ; '6hly 'it'hat be haa : ermgrat'ed^ In ‘ 
1 * 791 ?'" He affected to regard Liberalism as a baseness 
panworthy of an officer. 

|f “Holding the opinions you do,” said he oice to 
Ithe young friend of the brigands of the Loire, “ you 
||yould do better to wield a cloth-yard at your father’s 
leounter.” 

§|; Carrel replied : 

“ If ever, General, I again take up mv father’s 
itloth-yard it will not be to measure cloth.” 

Three years later, Carrel fought in Spain in the 
^Liberal foreign legion, composed of Frenchmen 
.and Italians, against the army of the Faith. In an 
■Engagement, the colonel commanding the legion, an 
Italian, thought he saw the Frenchmen beginning to 
give way. He galloped alongside them and cried 
out : 

“ Frenchmen, you are giving way ! ” 
f*: At once, Carrel, rushing in front of his chief, said 
to him in a loud voice : 

;L“ You lie !” , 

M The following year, arraigned before a French 
Council of War, he opposed the evidence of his 
word of honour to the accusation brought against 
him. ^ 


“ In your position,” said the president to him, 
Hi you have no right to speak of honour.” 

When he heard these words, Carrel seized his chair 
*and was on the point of hurling it at the president’s 
head when he was dragged out of the room by the 
^soldiers who guarded him. 

The man is painted in these three anecdotes. In- 
trepidity was the mainspring of his soul. Thus it is 
idiot surprising that from his earliest manhood he felt 
pt liking for the career of arms. This is not saying 




-virtues needed to make him a model soldier arennot; 
perhaps, the most brilliant, but assuredly they are not 
the least necessary. He did not know how to obey. 
The spirit of self-sacrifice was always lacking in.jg 
him. He never had any notion of that sublime| 
love of renunciation which makes good priests^ 
and good soldiers. Accordingly, we shall see thatj 
he remained only a short time in the service, andl 
behaved himself in a manner that was far from;: 


irreproachable. ■% 

He was gazetted ensign in the year of Napoleon’s 
death. It was a saji moment to enter the army. It : 
is true that the >Av of Gouvion Saint-Cyr, passed in’; 
1 3 1 8 in spite of the opposition of the ultra-royalists, 
removed the power of promotion from the mere 
pleasure of the king, and placed it under fixed 
rules. It is true, also, that many officers of the 
Empire had returned to the Army List. But dis- 
cipline was very often exercised in a spirit of hatred 
and rancour. Old soldiers, punished*for their former 
glory, shook with anger even while they obeyed the{j 
sons of the emigres. They heard, crying out to them, 
the blood of heroes, their companions, who had been 
unjustly done to death — Ney, the two brothers Fau- 
chet, Labedoy&re, Mouton-Duvernet, Charton, not t<k 
mention the brave Colonel Boyer de Peyreleau, 'cEfmj 
dernned to capital punishment because he had/'alP 
fended Guadeloupe beneath the tricolour flag- against 
the English. This army, justly irritated; aad des^j 
perate, full of regrets as mighty as its meipories, and 
hating the new banners which it bo^ ^ras wrought- 
upon by numerous secret societies ^bf^tifiised within 
it by the Liberals. The charbonnerie, thorn on the 
classic soil of plots, in the cabins of the Abruzzi, had 





p fi& it called w 's 4 lel^ > because originally 'the con- 
ipirators pretended to be charcoal-burners selling 
pfcheir charcoal. These conspirators and the M B Che- 
gvaliers of Liberty,” who were affiliated to them, were 
incessantly hatching military plots, seducing officers 
|and non-commissioned officers, and persuading them 
|to run greater risks than they were prepared to run 
|themselves. 

| Carrel was then an ensign in the 29th regiment 
§pf the line, which was in garrison at Belfort and 
I'Neuf-Brisach. Very young, very enthusiastic, and 
Jas fond of danger as of liberty, he entered into a 
|ijplot which had as its object to induce the garrisons 
fof the East to revolt and proclaim a provisional 
•■government. One night he secretly left his company, 
which was at Neuf-Brisach, and accompanied one of 
ithe carbonari to Be ]t ort, where f he movement was 
;to break out But when he arrived at that town 
;vthe conspiracy had heen discovered and the con- 
spirators either ^arrested or in flight. He returned 
to Neuf-Brisach at full gallop, and arrived there early 
in the morning, before parade. One of his bio- 
graphers, after relating these facts, adds that “ when 
ten inquiry, was held to discover who among the 
jpelfort officers were conspirators, and especially to 
find out who it was that had gone to Neuf-Brisach 
Wrom that town, nothing could be brought to light, 
|phd suspicion fell elsewhere than on Carrel, for hi$ 
flippant and careless behaviour made the authorities ^ 
Regard- "him as entirely ■ outside the ;jb^igue/fi r 
"result of his action must have ; 'befeh‘' 
ful to an honourable young man, always ready to 
‘iclaim the reward of his actions even if that reward 
Swere death. Besides, the Belfort conspiracy had 


atiore : lanieri table consequences. The nori-commis^ 
sioned officers of the 45th regiment of the line,' 
haying been won over by the carbonari, conspired^ 
again. The four sergeants of La Rochelle paid 
with their heads for everybody else, for all were* 
more or less in the business, even La Fayette and 
M. Laffitte. One would like to believe that this 
made a profound impression on Carrel’s mind, and 
that a generous-hearted young man such as he was 
had henceforth a detestation for military conspiracies, 
since their most probable result is the ruin of a few 
unfortunates. But it must be admitted that Carrel 
never had a just sense of the soldier’s duties. His 
impatience, his p' ide, and still more the misfortunes 
of the time, made him a bad officer. He never 
ceased to conspire. When in garrison at Marseilles 
he sent anonymous attacks upon his colonel to a 
newspaper in the town. He also wrote to the 
Spanish Cortes a political letter which was seized. 
This is conduct of which it is impossible to approve, 
to whatever party one belongs, tor it* inflicts a grave 
injury on the military spirit and the discipline of the 
army. In 1823, when the Government was pre- 
paring for the Spanish campaign, Carrel was left at 
Aix at thfiiPl^pot of his regiment. 'Giving new, 
grounds for complaint in that town, he was ordere<|| 
to be kept under close arrest. The disgrace wa|j 
bitter to him. It cannot be denied that he Ijauf 
deserved it richly. 1 have before me a letter which 
he wrote at the time to General the Baron deDamas, 
who was in command of the 10th military ‘division. 
Although it is rather long, I give it in its entirety, 
less because it has never been published than be- 
cause it seems very interesting, and, above all, very 
instructive. 


* u I have received at Aix an order to Jkejep under close 
|jqrrest until the Minister gives the decision which Colonel Lachau 
Jhas demanded regarding me. 

f|,,, “ 1 am accused by him of having endeavoured to excite disturb- 
ances in the company to which 1 belong, i am ignorant of the 
|grounds that he can have for giving any plausibility to this accusa- 
[-tion, and I therefore dare to claim thatyou will be kind enough to 
border a prompt and severe inquiry extending from the ioth inst., 
^the day on which the order for my departure for Aix was*' 
|delivered ; up ^o the 13th inst., the day of my departure for that 
|town. The mere statement of the relations that have existed 
; be tween me and the 5th company of the 1st battalion during 
? ;ithese three days will prove the atrocity of a calumny, the sole 
^object of which seems to be to bring me before a council of war 
guilder the weight of an odious prejudice. 

“The offiff-rs of my company and the adjutant-major oi my 
^battalion will testify that 1 have not appeared at the barracks 
f since the roll-call on the evening of the ioth, when I was present 
:'as officer of the week ; and a letter which 1 have written to the 
; non-commissioned officers of the 51I1 company will be enough »o 
d clear it: from the provocations to disorder of which I am 
face us-: i. The inquiry I demand cannot fail to be favourable to 
|me, and I shall await its result before handing in my resignation, 
ftwhich is founded on the double injustice of which I believe I 
^ have a right to complain. I do not believe that any good reason 
can be alleged for sending me to the depot at a time when I 
had just left the military school, in good health, as capable of 
serving as any one, and firmly resolved to do my duty. No mere 
^opinions should have barred me from a career which we are told 
:i$ an honourable one, unless, indeed, vague words are to be taken 
guarantees of devotion in regard to some, and as reasons for 
exclusion in regard to others. Dissatisfied with such causes for 
;iny exclusion, I have given evidence of it in the presence of my 
, comrades and of others. The warmth, natural in a young man, 
ifand the bitterness that comes from a feeling of injustice, may have 
|giyen a violent character to my complaints, but they have been far 
;|temoved from the criminal attempts which nothing but a private 
t desire for revenge could have invented in order to ruin me, and 
'fttever has a soldier or a non-commissioned officer heard me utter 
Pthose ignoble expressions from which I shall be able to clear myself 
,djtt the inquiry I demand. I shall prove then, by counter-charges 
dwhich 1 can easily establish, that the trouble now existing in the 


whose disgrace I share, and that the man who, in spite of tHji 
as yet unknown intentions of the Minister, and the consoling' 
assurances which you yourself, General, have given us, has, in the 
presence of our former comrades and subordinates, described thfe; 
officers sent to the dep6t as fomenters of trouble and enemies of 
the government, is the only person capable of estranging the regi- 
ment from its loyalty, if the devotion to the monarchy and the 
spirit of subordination of which it has given such admirable proofs 
befqpe his arrival were not as immovable as they* are. It is 
jjlpofcel Lachau who has created secret coteries among us, parties 
^nat used to have no existence, and it is he who has distributed 
and classed individuals among these parties according to his caprice. 
Before he came we knew neither hatred, nor distrust, nor spying. 
There were no shades of opinion dividing men who served 
equallywell. The colonel has placed himself apart from us. His 
scandalous harangue' have always borne signs of suspicions and: 
animosity. He has allowed couplets to be sung in his presence, 
which were as insulting to his officers as they were basely adulatory 
to himself. Perhaps, General, I have said too much, but if the 
voices of all those whom the colonel terrorises into silence were 
joined with mine, you would see to what a height he has raised 
that terrible principle : divide in order to reign. 

“ I hope that you will grant my demand before the Minister’s 
decision is given. I am ready to leave the service, but I intend 
first to confute my accusers. The wise v moderation , with 
which you have always commanded demands that none of the 
officers who have had the honour of serving under you should be 
victims of the dishonour that an enlightened justice car^ expose. 
Confident of this, I dare to express to you iny regret djmnot 
having been summoned to serve in the same ranks as my comrades, 
and to pray you to believe in the feeling with which I have the 
honour to be 

“ Your very respectful and obedient 
“ Carrel, 

“ Officer attached to the dep6t of the 29th regiment 
of the line at Aix.” 

We must admit that this language is unworthy 
of Carrel. We are pained at hearing this officer : 
bringing before a superior complaints against the chief 
whom he had secretly vilified in the newspapers. ' 



SjVejshiould Kite to believe ‘{fait 
Reuses was greatly in the wrong. It is impossible 
|6 believe that he was entirely so. It is vain to say 
plat the times were cruel ; we can only excuse Carrel, 
put not absolve him. It was not for him to guarantee 
the regiment’s devotion to the monarchy. His 
Situation was false even if his character was frank ; 
and his language is dictated by his situation rather 
than by his character. If he wished to be fair he 
ought not to have cor.plained of injustice when he 
himself had been a traitor. 

How is it that, after Neuf-Brisach and Belfort, 
his conscience did not tell him that there was some- 


thing inci mpatible between him and the army of 
the Restoration, and that the only proper thing for 
him to do was to resign in silence ? 

Let us hasten to say that a few days later he did 
resign, and that, when he was free, he threw himself 
into an heroic and unlucky adventure which may, be 
condemned by patriotism but in which, nevertheless, 
he showed the full and unconquerable strength of his 
character. 


; As a matter of fact, while his former companions 
in arms were massing on the Spanish frontier to 
begin a w£r distasteful to our Liberal instincts and 
our feeling for the rights of peoples, but not, at least, 
without its political advantages, for it strengthened the 
gov ernment of the Bourbons and attached the army 
to the white standard ; while the Due d’Angouldme 
was preparing to cross the Bidassoa at the head of 
80,000 men, Armand. Carrel threw himself into a 


small fishing-boat which landed him at Barcelona, 
and from there went into the heart of Catalonia 


to enlist as an ensign in the regiment of French 
volunteers, called the regiment of Napoleon II., and 



f|ici ngKt in the uniform of the Old Guard, wearing 
the tricolor cockade, and beneath the Imperial Eagle,, 
on behalf of the Cortes, against that army of the. 
Faith and those very soldiers of Ferdinand VII. 

French bayonets, with the fleur de lis flying 

Svk them, had come to assist. 

He showed the most ardent courage in that 
adventure. But, alas ! it was against Frenchmen. 
His regiment was decimated and had to join itself to 
the Italian legion. After two days’ fighting, in ■which 
the corps to which he belonged lost two-thirds of its 
fighting force, he and his comrades surrendered to 
General de Damas, who allowed them to keep their 
swords and the distinctive insignia of their uniform. 
The French Government did not think that this 
capitulation ought to be ratified, and Carrel was 
condemned to death by two courts-martial, but was 
definitely acquitted by a third. I shall not enter 
into the details of these procedures. I am not 
relating Carrel’s life ; I am only indicating some 
traits in that extraordinary man’s character. It ..is 
a fact worth pondering upon that in 1823 it Was 
possible for Carrel to fight against Frenchmen witiffp 
out any dishonour. More than one of the generals 
of the royal army had been in the Princes’ army and,, 
had opposed the soldiers of the Republic. Had hot 
Chateaubriand, the inspirer of the Spanish war, the 
Minister who rendered it inevitable, served under 
Conde against France ? Yet Chateaubriand was a 
man of honour. It can be said, it is true, that the 
honour of Chateaubriand, a man of the old regime , 
stood in fighting for his king, whilst Armand Carrel 
belonged by origin and feeling to democratic France, 
and was therefore without excuse, since he could 
have no other tie than that of his country. But we 


nv-fST 'ji ^ ■'■MVj’s? 1 !" . ■ ■ 

remeiriber that -in troubled Epochs' 1 duty is"^ 
difficult to determine. Carrel’s contemporaries,, 
p5soived him. Their judgment has been given. 
fWe are not in a position to revise it. Let us only . 
"rejoice in the progress of patriotic feeling which 
'would to-day absolutely prohibit any man of honour 
from conduct which Carrel believed to be permissible. 
He himself, when he was a witness before the Court 
, of assizes at Eure-et- Loire in 1823, having occasion 
to refer to his expedition in Spain, did so in terms 

■ that bore signs of a noble repentance. “ Gentlemen 

■ of the jury,” said he, “ you know that the tricolor 
: flag has rdso had its emigration, and that emigrations 
| are not f< rtunate.” There is nothing to add to that 
iremark. 

Moreover, Carrel made more than one mistake. 
But he was often heroic and he was always dis- 
interested. This temper of mind gives a superb 
character even to some of his errors. He never 
considered his own interest. He had a magnificent 
contempt for vfhat the crowd values most. “ It more 
than once occurred,” says his biographer, “ that when 
^throwing useless papers into the fire he at the same 
time threw in a bank-note, a thing which straitened 
his circuirfstrmces.” Carrel was more at ease in civil 
life than he had been in military life. In a few years 
he became a great journalist. More even by force of 
character than by that of talent he quickly won a repu- 
ytation, Hojpever, we must give high rank to his 
"' articles in the “ Producteur,” the “ Constitutionnel,” 
the “Revue Fran§aise,” the “Revue Americaine,” 
and the “ Revue de Paris,” as well as the large 
number published in the “ National,” of which he 
was the soul. Carrel was a very great journalist. 
He thought quickly and exactly, and expressed 




PlflitK" classic purif* and 

still remeniber what good writing is will admire .the| 

robust simplicity of his style. 

So fine a talent was not formed without study|| 
Carrel had read and reflected a great deal. In th«| 
fishing-boat that brought him to Spain he took with? 
him some thirty carefully selected volumes, which he’ 
read at bivouacs, between two spells of duty, in this' 
imitating the great captains whom he resembled in , 
the promptness and audacity of his intelligence as. ; 
well as in his firmness of heart. Thus he showed, 
while still young, a well-equipped mind. From his; 
original calling bs had retained a keen liking for 
military affairs, and although he has written with; 
talent upon innumerable subjects bearing on politics, 
social economy, and literature, his best pages are: 
inspired by the art of war. Among others the 
article which in 1832 he devoted to the “ Memoires 
de Gouvion Saint-Cyr ” is a virile masterpiece which 
deserves to be studied and commented on in our 
military schools. It begins with these words : “ It 
would be difficult to persuade men, and especially 
the men of our own time, who have seen many soldiers, 
that the art of war is perhaps that which gives the 
most useful practice to the mind. Yet such is the 
truth, and what makes this art so great is that it 
makes demands upon character as wdGL, as upon, 
intellect, and that it sets in action and brings to light 
the entire man.” I regard it as a real misfortune 
that I am not able to quote it in full. 

Behind the writer there was felt the man. Carrel 
was always answerable for what he wrote. His 
ardent controversies led him into three duels. He 
took the utmost pains to lead his friends’ affairs of 
honour to amicable conclusions, but he had less 




^pitience when it was a question of his own. AIP? 
|$ie details of the due! that ended fatally for him . 
mave been minutely recorded. I shall only relate a 
pfew which were characteristic. When he reached 
|the ground, he went up to M. Emile de Girardin, 
Inis opponent, and said : 

jj£V.“ Sir, you have threatened me with a biography. 
{The fortune of arms may be against me, and in that ' 
lease you will, sir, write that biography. But if you 
Ido it honestly you will find nothing that is not 
{honourable in my private and public life. Is that 
not so, sir ? ” 

“Yes, sir,” answered M. de Girardin. 

7 : Carrel fired first, and M. de Girardin exclaimed : 


| “I have been hit in the thigh,” and fired. 

“And I in the groin,” said Carrel, after he had 
{sustained his opponent’s fire. 

{ He still had strength to go and sit down on a 
{slope at the side of the alley, where his seconds and 
his doctor gave him first aid. Then they took him 
in their arms "and carried him into an adjoining 
house. As he passed close by M. de Girardin he 
Wanted to stop. 

“Are you in pain, Monsieur de Girardin?” he 
asked. 


He died after forty-five hours of suffering, at the 
age of thirty-six, on July 24th, 1 836. He had given, 
during his too short life, in spite of grave faults, 
fan example of firm will, manly courage, and lofty 
intelligence. Spirits of his temper were rare in 
his t lime; perhaps they are still rarer to-day. It is 
ipossiljfcto believe, however, that our epoch is better 
than his, and that it is a pleasanter one in which to live, 
sit is less violent and less disturbed. National feeling 
.has grown stronger. Many dividing gaps that were 



tioris have been made. Others will * 
gradually. Our life is easier and our duties are 
clearly d^ned. In our present regularity evehj 
averagJp^le are able to guard against errors into' 
whielfthe best of men were formerly led. 


RECOLLECTIONS OF LOUIS DE 
RONCHAUD 

AM deeply grieved to hear this morn- 
ing that M. de Ronchaud has just 
died at Saint-Germain. I have known 
him since my childhood. His honest 
face is one of my earliest recol- 
lections. I still see him as he was 
about i860, very fair, with his hair 
dying back from his forehead, blue eyes, an air of 
profound gravity and gentleness, and the simplicity 
of all great souls. I still hear him speaking of the 
arts of Greece and of Florence in the tones of one 
pf the most disinterested lovers of their beauty. 
He was then engaged upon his “Phidias”; it 
was the time when M. de Lamartine devoted to 
him a whole number of the “ Cours familier de 
Litterature?*' 

,, As far as I remember, the picture of my friend, as 
traced by the great poet, was vague, ideal, Elysian, and 
yet hke him. “ M. de Ronchaud,” said he, “ would 
in other days have been an orator as he is now a 
poet and an historian of art.” In order to be a 
perfect orator it would be necessary for M. de 
Ronchaud to have lived in the age of fables, and 
l|r a god to have come and unloosened his tongue ; 
for he spoke with his teeth closed, and in a hoarse, 
monotonous voice. But he was eloquent by force 
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His conversation was one of my earliest “ddffi ^ 

I was still a child. Very often, when I came back rroii 
school, I heard him speaking in the midst of t 
little circle that used to assemble each evening in m 
father’s book-shop. He charmed me. I did not;S 
understand all he said. But when one is very young oneji 
does not need to understand everything in order t<§ 
admire everything. 1 used to feel that he was in posfjj 
session of the good and the beautiful. 1 was sure! 
that he shared the tables of the gods and the couchesj| 
of the goddesses. 

In class, upon the following day, I would come” 
to the conclusion that my modest teacher did not- 
belong to that divine race, and I used to despiserf 
him on that account. I was shocked to see him}; 
so ignorant of the beauty of antiquity. In this; 
way M. de Ronchaud’s influence made me miss a} 
number of classes and spend my time in the Louvre} 
before a metope of the Parthenon. But, as Mq 
Renan says, we can win our salvation in different# 
ways. '■] 

M. de Ronchaud knew how to love. That is a} 
secret which he possessed all his life long, and. one 5 
which prevented him from growing old. All hi? 
life long, M. de Ronchaud loved poetry^g 
liberty. 

Under the Empire, he used to frequent 
d’Agoult’s salon, the centre of the republicai? oppo- 
sition. He himself was an ardent republican. ' 
still remember an article which he contributed to th|j 
“Revue de Paris” in 1856 on M. de Lamartine’^ 
“ Cdsar,” and another study of the same personages' 
by M. Troplong. The divine Julius used to 






E BErgetvfof 'all the ill compliments that could 
paid to Napoleon III. M. de Ronchaud 
med to this usage. I n covert terms he blamed 
|e ! august son of Venus for having brought about the 
Pf&clbf December. I believe, indeed, that there was a 

S secution on account of this article, for it excited ' 
it enthusiasm amc ng rav class-mates. During our 
eation we used to recite t'rades taken out of it, and 
fit. would not be impossible even to-day for me to recall 
§|ome of its phrases to my‘ memory. “ However great 
|ihe Caesars may be in the opinion of their flatterers, 
iieven if they had made a compact with victory, and 
phe entire world were theirs, we ” &c. &c. It was very 
|iutff, but how tine it seemed to us ! 


£;;■ M. de Ronchaud had the inward genius and the 
;soul of a great poet. He felt like Lamartine, but 
expression was not always at the service of his 
'thought. He brought even to his verses that neg- 
ligence, that carelessness, that forgetfulness of self, 
ijtyhich his friends knew well, and which extended to 
jjus whole person ; for they knew that he was very 
Careless of all that concerned himself, and that he 
left it solely to his natural nobility to repair the 
disorder of his dress. His verses, likewise, are 
| unpolished, and beautiful with ^ natural beauty. I 
thinking particularly of his last collection, the 
■‘v Poemes de la MolL” It was doubtless after reading 
This book that M.l®t ! lN r isard said that, if he were more 
chastened in form, JVfc.' de Ronchaud would be one of 


“the first poets of this age. There is, indeed, in 
that collection, a poem of fifteen hundred lines, “ la 
||Vlort du Centaure,’’ the vigorous inspiration of 
^ifhich one cannot feel without a shudder. I will quote 
|!|e lament of old Chiron, regretting his youth and 



the^youtii of things ^hich have 
' company : 



u Encore un jour de plus lev£ sur Punivers ! 

Que j’en ai vu depuis que mes yeux sont ouverts ! 
Que d’aurores depuis cette joyeuse aurore 
Oh ma course h travers Pair brillant et sonore 


Vint reveiller Pecho dormant dans ces vallons 1 


Les jours comrae aujourd’hui ne me semblaient pas longs. 
Etonnd de moi-meme et de mon etre Strange, 

De Phomme et du cheval mysterieux melange, 


Curieux d’inconnu, Pame de desirs pleine 
J’embrassais d’un regard, j’aspirais d’une haleine 
Et Pair et la lumi&re, et la terre et le del. 

Tout etait liberty, joie, amour, lait et miel. 

Cette immortrute, qui maintenant me pese, 

Je la portais superbe, avec un coeur plein d’aise. 
Et, sur la terre en fleurs, sous les cieux eclatants, 
Libre, je m’emparais de Pespace et du temps. 

Un jour, je rencontrai Pholoe sur la cime 
Oh m^avait emporte mon vertige sublime. 
Superbe, le front haut, ses longs chevcux 6pars, 
Les seins au vent, le del etait dans ses regards. 
Ou eut dit a la voir, dans sa grace ingenue, 

Une lille du del, une enfant de la nue, * 

Ou la divinite sauvage du vieux mont. 

Moitid femme, moitie cavale, son beau front 
Rayonnait dans Pair pur de lumiere et de gloire, 
Et son pied fremissant creusait la terre noire. 

Que je la trouvai belle ! Elle me regarda. 


A mon d£sir muet son ame fut scduite ; 

Et tous deux emport6s par une meme fuite, 
Nous all2mes cacher dans les bois nos amours.” * 


This poem, “ la Mort du Centaure,” is inspired) 
by a noble philosophy. I had the pleasure, a fetyjj 
days ago, of dining with a very great sage, and || 

* " Yet another day risen upon the universe ! 

How many have I seen since first I opened my eyei ! 

How many a dawn since that glorious dawn 


rnel' ffom him the philosophy which it is best to J 
lavC if we desire not to be too much the dupe of 
0fe and things. Pantheism,” said the sage to me, 
^'Pantheism for yourself and deism for the others.” 
f|kl. de Ronchaud never knew this prudential philo- 
sophy. He was a pantheist, for others as well as for 
wipself. He professed a cheerful obedience to the 
^eternal laws. He openly believed in the good deities 
|who are hidden in nature. Of all philosophical 
Poctriner. pantheism is assuredly that which is most 
favourable to poetry, M. de Ronchaud owes his 


, .When, cleaving through the brilliant and resounding air, 

I went forth ;; waking the slumbering echo in these valleys ! 
j^Days did not then, as now, seem long. 

Amazed at myself and at my wondrous being, 

Of man and of horse a mysterious union. 


."Seeking the unknown, my soul full of desire, 
i I embraced all in one glance, I dr_nk all in with one breath, 
: Air and light, earth and heaven. 

All was liberty, joy, love, milk and honey. 

That immortality «vhich now weighs up i me, 

' I then bore in pride and with a heart full of pleasure. 

And, on the flowering earth, beneath the dazzling skies, 

Free, I possessed myself of space and time. 

One day I met Pholoe on an eminence 
Whither mf sublime intoxication had carried me. 

Majestic, with uplif'.ed brow, her long hair flowing, 

Her bosom in the wind, heaven in her glance. 

One would have said at seeing her unstudied grace 
That she was a daughter of the skies, a child of the clouds, 

Or the wild deity of the mountain. 

Half woman, half horse, her noble brow 
Radiant in the pure air with light and glory, 

And her quivering hoof spurned the dark earth, 
iv How beautiful I thought her ! She turned her gaze upon me. 

ijfB y my unspoken desire her spirit was taken captive, 

^And in a single flight we both were borne 
|lmto the woods to hide our amorous toying.” 


finest verses to pantheism. That poem of ^Cfirojl 
from which I have quoted is an admirable cantiqjl 
sung to divine nature. The old centaur is ■ tK.J| 
symbol of humanity, and when the oracle. bl! 
Dodona says to the brutish yet noble archer: 


“ Tes parents 

Sont dans les flots et les cieux transparents, 

Et tout la nature, alli^e A ta race, 

Dans sa maternity t’enveloppe et t’embrasse ! ” 


it is our own origin that the poet teaches us. ... 

Chiron, satiated with life, is athirst for death.? 
He knows that it is good, that it is necessary, that if 
is divine, since it is natural. He aspires to entej| 
again into the great whole. | 

This thought of the centaur was, in truth, that of 
M. de Ronchaud himself. As he was very simple^ 
minded, he believed in the goodness of nature, andj 
this illusion gave fragrance to his life. 

M. de Ronchaud published in 1861 a book 
entitled “ Phidias, sa Vie et ses Oqvrages.” It was- 
in London, gazing at the marbles that have been torn" 
from the Parthenon, that he had the first idea for, 
that book. As he beheld those beautiful relics, h6 
was seized by a generous emotion, and, thinking of 
Greek art and its peaceful wonders, he exclaimed; 
with Chandler : “ That banquet for the eyes has dis- 
appeared, and nothing of it remains but a dream ! 
The account he has given of his visit to the Elgify 
Hall in the British Museum bears the impress of 
pious and ardent admiration : “ It seems,” says M| 

de Ronchaud, “ that we have before our eyes thi&; 

;.SS 

* « Thy kin 

Are in the waves and the transparent skies ; 

Nature herself, with whom thy race is one, 

Envelops and enfolds thee in her motherhood ! ” 


^P^S|nfenS tif [in antique lyif ^ mSnpiW 
^lece them together in thought, and to evoke again 
the genius which animated its silent strings. But 
the scattered limbs of the poet will never be united 
|£gain. Orpheus’ head, stranded upon a barbarous 
Ijhore, sends forth only a confused and plaintive 


“ And yet what a beauty breathes in these ruins of 
beauty ! Nowhere does ore better feel the power of 
;art and genius than before these ruins, from which 
Nothing has been able to efface the imprint of the 
hand that was formerly placed upon them and gave 
them their form and their life. The form has been 
shattered, but the life still breaks forth from these 
scattered relics. Over this creation, which has half 
returned to the chaos whence genius summoned it, 
the breath that formerly gave it birth still hovers; 
and at times it even seems as if one is going to see 
it arising again in its glorious fulness. But soon we 
perceive how powerless is imagination to restore these 
masterpieces of* antique art. Irreparable regret, and 
attraction towards an insoluble problem, thus add to 
the beauty of these statues the poetry of mystery and 
infinity, the only charm which they lacked in the 
-time of tlieir glory. The feeling which they excite 
arises from tenderness and admiration for human 
beauty, enthusiasm for genius, respect for antiquity, 
the sadness that belongs to ruins, curiosity in the 
presence of an enigma, and disquiet before an 
unrealisable ideal.’’* 

This book, so ardently conceived, was executed 
with laborious care. When it appeared, it repre- 
sented the state of knowledge at the time. We must 
,|iOt complain if thirty-seven years of archaeological 
* “ Phidias,” p. 212-213, 


labours ' and excavations in the soil of ’'Greece’navcj 
put it a little out of date. M. de Roncliau<i v Wasf 
preparing a new and completely revised edition a shortjj 
time before his death. It is to be hoped that this will! 
be published soon under the care of some pious editor?! 

It was his noble and disinterested labours in thej 
history of art that caused M. de Ronchaud to be| 
chosen for the post of Administrator of the National^ 
Museums. Instances of such a choice are rarej 
enough for us to congratulate those who madefj 
it. We can say that M. de Ronchaud honoured ;, 
the position he held, and that, even if he had not ./? 
all the special aptitudes of a perfect Administrator, he ' k 
did not cease to show, during his too short stay at ' 
the Louvre, the same ardent and enlightened love of i; 
the good and the beautiful that inspired his whole : 
life. I 

He carries away with him in death the purest and ■■■ 
noblest visions that the masterpieces of art have ever .- 
imprinted on an elevated soul. He leaves us some 
admirable verses, some pages in which enthusiasm is 
joined with knowledge, and the memory of a noble 
life. 


“ LA TERRE ” 

OU know that M. Zola has just 
undergone the same treatment as 
the patriarch Noah. Five of his 
spiritual sons have, while he slept, 
committed against him the sin of 
Ham. These accursed children are 
MM. Paul Bonnetain, J.-H. Rosny, 
Tucie n Descaves, Paul Margueritte, and Gustave 
Quiches. They have publicly mocked at their 
^father’s nakedness. M. Fernand Xau, imitating 
$hem’s piety, has stretched his mantle over the old 
man as he slept. That is why he shall be blessed .for 
fbver and ever. '’Thus the ancient law is the image of 
the new, and M. Emile Zola is indeed He who had 
Jbeen foretold by the prophets. 

C: All the newspapers have published the literary 
'manifesto ^of MM. Gustave Quiches, Paul Mar- 
'♦gueritte, Lucien Descaves, J.-H. Rosny, and Paul 
JBonnetain. This is how it appreciates the master’s 
new novel, u La Terre ” : 66 Not only is its observa- 
tion superficial, its procedure antiquated, and its nar- 
^tive destitute of anything characteristic, but the 
inote of indecency is sounded still deeper, sinking 
$0 such a level of obscenity, that, at times, one 
|ieems to be standing before a cess-pool. The 
^Master has sunk to the very depths of unclean- 
|*ess.” 
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them who have no right to cast the first stone;;'; 
M. Bonnetain is the author of a novel that is notl 
usually regarded as chaste. He replies, it is trueS 
that, having begun in the way that M. Zola ends, he| 
intends to end in the way that M. Zola began. But| 
the manifesto itself is not of a sort to which one! 
can take no exception. It contains comments on 
the physiological state of the author of “ La Terre ” 
that pass the bounds of legitimate criticism. To 
explain the work by the man is an excellent pro- 
cedure when ve are dealing with the “ Misan- 
thrope ’’ or the “ Esprit des Lois,” but it cannot be 
applied to the works of contemporaries without some 
inconvenience. M. Zola’s novels fall within the 
province of criticism, and you will see in a moment 
whether I am afraid to say what I think about them. 
But M. Zola’s private life ought to be absolutely 
respected, and we must not search in it for an 
explanation of the obscenities that hb displays in his 
books. We have no wish to know whether it is 
from inclination or from an interest in the subject 
that M. Zola concedes so much to lubricity. Finally,! 
the manifesto ends with a recommendation to readers, 
which, coming from young novelists, does not seem" 
entirely disinterested. “ The public judgment,” the 
Five have said, c< should direct its whole artillery" 
against 4 La Terre/ and not waste itself by a scat- 
tering fire upon the sincere books of to-morrow.” 
Evidently these gentlemen have some volumes in 
the press. I do not know which to admire most in, 
this recommendation, its astuteness or its ingenuous/" 
ness. 

The Five did not wait to know what the end of the’ 


f That is what the Five say. Their declafatio^hafi] 
caused some surprise. There are at least 



Pl^f^ould be before coming to a decision in regard^ 
§to' “ La Terre.” M. Zola has complained of this. It * 
?ls true that, as a rule, before judging of a work we 
|ought to wait until it is finished. But in this case we 
|have no ordinary work. “La Terre” has neither 
^beginning nor middle. M. Zola, whatever he may 
|do, cannot give it an end. For this reason, follow- 
ing the example of those gentlemen, I shall permit 
; myself to give my opinion of it at once. I stopped 
; reading it at the passage where La Grande, a peasant 
ninety years old, is raped by her grandson, as is 
related in the ninety-sixth instalment. I therefore 
warn you that what I am going to say only applies 
to the events preceding that incident of rural life. 

The subject of the book, as the title indicates, is 
the earth. According to M. Zola the earth is a 
woman or a female : in his view it is all one. He 
shows us “old men worn out in impregnating her.” 
He describes for us peasants who desire “ to pene- 
trate and fructify her womb,” who love her “during 
that warm intimacy of every hour,” and who breathe 
“ with a thorough masculine joy the odour of her 
impregnation.” 

That brutal rhetoric, but still it is rhetoric. 
Moreover, the whole book is full of well-worn 
episodes badly reproduced — working at night, the 
havmaking, the rustic feast, the harvest, the 
vintage, the hail, the storm — all these have been 
already sung by Ch&nedolle with a juster feeling 
for nature and for the peasant : the sower, whose 
[“majestic gesture” has been shown us by Victor 
{Hugo; the cow going to the bull, about which 
|,M. Maurice Rollinat has written a vigorous poem. 
[Have you by any chance read the “ Praedium 
• Rusticum ” ? It is a poem in Latin verse composed 
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imitation of Virgil by an eighteenth-century* 
Jesuit for his pupils. Well, M. Zola’s book made* 
me think of Father Vani&re’s, because there is 
certain fundamental flatness of style which is common^ 
to both. Nothing in these pages, though they are! 
written by a pseudo-naturalist, shows direct observa- 
tion. In them we feel neither man nor nature to be 
alive. The figures are painted according to formulas 
of the schools that seem out-dated to-day. What are 
we to say of the notary “ drowsy from the digestion of 
the excellent luncheon that he had just finished ” ? of 
the cur£ “in the black fluttering of his soutane,” of 
the house which ‘ was like those very old women whose 
backs are bent double” ? of the “ pleasant and rhyth- 
mical murmur of the dung that had been spread out,” 
of that “drowsy savour that ascended from the large 
green pieces” ? Do we see the peasants sitting down 
to a meal any better when we are told that “ emotion 
bathed their faces ” ? M. Zola has scarcely put 
anything into this new book except his faults. 
The most singular of them is the impression of look- 
ing at things through the eye of a fly, that eye with 
so many facets, which shows objects multiplied as if 
in a cut topaz. For example, he ends the descrip- 
tion, in other respects exact and vivid enough, of 
a market in the chief town of a canton by this incon- 
ceivable stroke : “Great yellow spaniels ran away howl- 
ing, with crushed paws.” Thus, by an hallucination, 
he sees myriads of sowers at the same time. “ They 
multiplied,” he says, “they swarmed like black, indus- 
trious ants, brought into the air by some huge travail, 
desperately bent upon a measureless task gigantic 
when compared with their littleness ; and yet, even in < 
the most distant of them, one observed that persistent • 
gesture, always the same, that infatuation of insects ! 



^^pfng- wiflST' tEe" ^mensi^' Vf^ic* soil; and tdfi^ 
Iguenng both space and Mfe.” , ■■* i; 

M. Zola does not show us the peasants distinctly.*: 
JJWhat is still more serious is that he does not make 
them speak as they should. He lends them the 
.violent loquacity of town workers. 

Peasants speak little. They are inclined to be 
sententious and often express very general Idea#, 
Those of the regions where a dialect is not spoken 
have, however, pithy expressions which retain the 
savour of the soil. There is nothing of this in the 
speech which M. Zola puts into their mouths. 

M. Zola * makes the rustics speak in a style 
of prolix obscenity and picturesque lubricity which 

* I am happy to bring forward in support of what I advance a 
documentary proof, the authority of which is beyond dispute. It 
is a letter dated from Rambervillers, and signed by a country 
doctor who for twenty years has attended the peasants of the 
Vosges. Here it is: 

« g IR) u August 28, 1887. 

“ 1 have just read your £ Vie Littdraire’ in the ‘Temps’ 
of August 28th. Will you allow a country doctor who has lived 
with the peasants for twenty years to give you his view of their 
morals ? One fact stands out in the most striking manner, and it 
is that the peasant is never foul in his language. Always, when 
led to say >rytning risky, he employs the formula 'saving your 
re c pecr.’ Never does he, as M. Zola contends, relate a story in 
rather broad style. He always does so with reticences, with ora- 
torical precautions, with paraphrases, And for this reason. The 
fact he relates is certain to be a personality , and, in this respect, 
the peasant always shows extraordinary prudence. It is not the 
peasant whom we can accuse of calling a spade a spade. Quite 
the contrary, we can say of him that speech has been given in 
order to disguise thought. 

“As you rightly say, he speaks in maxims and axioms ; and if 
he tells a loose story at the public-house when his tongue is 
loosened by wine or alcohol, he glosses over his narrative. Never 
as you justly say, does he employ the language of the slums. 

H This does not imply that I wish to put forward my peasants 
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With Norriian peasants, t^pedally with old Hta£t3| 
Their language is slow and sententious. It abour " ' 
in precepts. I do not say that they speak afj 
well as Alcinous and the old men in Homer ; fdjjflj 
from it ! But they recall in some slight degree tha|| 
grave tone and didactic style. As for the younger ? 
peasants, they show a rough animation and a clums|jj| 
phraseology when they chat together in the public-"' 
house. Their imagination is narrow, simple, andp 
not obscene. Their longest stories are of heroism, ‘j 
not of love, and tell of violent blows given or i 
received, examples of strength and audacity, great ? 
feats of fighting or of drinking. 

1 regret to have to add that when M. Zola speaks ; 
in his own person he is cumbrous and very tame. • 
He fatigues one by the tiresome monotony of his ; 


as models of chastity or of virtue. There are many things to be 
said on this head. But what I have read in 4 La Terre ’ proves ' 
to me — and I have lived for twenty years among peasants — that Y 
M. Zola has never associated with our country folk. , S 

H One finds among them an excessive feeling of modesty which 
the doctor is in a better position for observing than anybody else, ,, 
a feeling which even goes to the extent of concealing, at the risk 
of losing health and life, things which the dweller in the town : 
or the slum does not hesitate for a moment to reveal. 

“That the peasant lives with the animals of his stables is no 
reason why he should be unclean in his person or in his speech* 
If M. Zola had ever visited a stable or a cattic-shed he would ' 
have discovered that the peasant places his whole pride in having 
his animals clean, and his stable well swept out ; and l do not see 
that there is anything indecent or prurient about a dung-heap. ' 
Of course the peasant may be neglectful of a regard for cleanliness," 
during the rush of gathering in the crops at haymaking or at; ? 
harvest . . . but who could blame him for this ? I must come to) 
an end, for on this subject I could go on for ever. E. 

u The peasant has a regard for his dignity ; he has modesty^ 
He does not employ crude expressions. The reasons that make?; 
him act in this way matter little. The fact is established. And.f 
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Agility of a thin dark’, man,” — “ het fat gossip’s^, 
■gaiety,” — “the nakedness of her stout girl’s body.” 
f:,; There is a beauty in the peasant. The brothers 
ftenain, Millet, and Bastien-Lepage have seen it. 
iML Zola does not see it. fhe mournful gravity of 
face, the solemn rigidity that incessant labour gives, 
$0 the body, the harmonies between man and earth, 
fhe grandeur of poverty, the sacredness of toil, of 
fhe noblest of all toils, that of the plough, nothing 
pf all this touches M. Zola. The grace of things 
escapes him, beauty, majesty, simplicity, vie with one 
another in avoiding him. When he names a village, 
a river, a man, he chooses the ugliest name ; the man 
he calls Macqueron, the village Rognes, the river 
the Aigre. Yet there are many pretty names of 
towns and rivers. The streams above all, retain, in 

this fact proves how little M. Zola knows about the people 
whom he aims at describing. 

“ Y ours, &c., 

. “ Dr. A. Fournier. 

“ P.S. — Excuse the want of connection in this letter, which I 
have written hastily.” 

* 

This letter reminds me of what was said to me one day by a 
young peasant girl of the neighbourhood of Saint-L6. It was a 
Sunday, and she came out from mass, very displeased. She was 
asked what it was that had offended her, and she answered : 
u Monsieur le cure has not spoken well. He said : ‘You scour 
your kettles and you do not scour your souls/ That was badly 
•said : a °>oul is not to be compared with a kettle, and it is no way 
to speak of Christians/ 5 The village cure had employed a pro- 
verbial expression, sanctioned by long usage, and one which the 
dictionaries mention as a very old locution. However, his flock 
Was wounded by it. My young pe?$ant was hurt at hearing 
a vulgar phrase fall from the holy pulpit. The poor child 
assuredly had not refined taste, but she had delicacy. We are, in 
jthis instance, far away from M. Zola’s abominable peasants. 



memory of the riynlpfos who ^‘formerly ^batHeJfi 
them, many charming vocables, which sing as th'ey| 
flow from the lips. But M. Zola ignores the beauty^ 
of words as he ignores the beauty of things. 

He has no taste, and I have come to believe thafl 
want of taste is that mysterious sin of which 
Scripture speaks, the greatest of sins, the only one| 
which will not be forgiven. Do you require ait| 
example of this irremediable infirmity ? M. Zola,;| 
shows us in “ La Terre ” a debauched peasant, a-1 
drunkard and a poacher, whose pointed beard, long ' 
hair, and swimming eyes have caused him to be ‘ 
nicknamed Jesus Christ. M. Zola never fails to call ; 
him by this nickname. By this means he obtains: 
phrases like “ It was Jesus Christ who seized hold off 
Flora and asked her for a litre of rum ” — “ How?; 
Jesus Christ made fun of the little family party ! 

“ Jesus Christ was very flatulent.” One does not need , 
to be a Catholic or a Christian to feel the unseemliness i 
of this procedure. 

But the worst fault of “ La Terre ” is its gratuitous ' 
obscenity. M. Zola’s peasants are infected with satyri- : 
asis. All the demons of the night, whom the monks 
fear, and whom they exorcise by singing the Breviary 
hymns at vespers, seat themselves until dawn beside 
the beds of the agriculturists of Rognes. That un- 
happy village is full of incest. Work in the fields, - 
far from quieting the senses, exasperates them. lit 
every thicket there, a farm-labourer is hugging “ an 
odoriferous girl as if he were a maddened animal.” 

Grandmothers are raped there, as I have already.; 
regretfully told you, by their own grandchildren,. 
M. Zola, who is a philosopher as well as a scholar^ 
explains that the blame must be attributed to the hay 
and the dung-heap. 



in this village^ of? 

JL U 

; Rognes a married couple, M. and Madame Georges, 
Swho have gained a position of honest comfort by 
^keeping a “ Maison Tellier ” at Chartres, which they 
have handed over to their son-in-law, and. over which 
they still solicitously watch. 

It is M. Guy de Maupassant’s well-known story, 
but amplified, magnified in an absurd manner, and set 
out in sickening style. Madame Georges has brought 
to Rogues an old cat which she had at Chartres. 
This cat, “ caressed,” says M Zola, cc by the plump 
hands of five or six generations of women, . . . 
familiar with shuttered rooms . . . mute, . . . dreamy, 

. . . seeing everything through the pupils of eyes 
which contracted in their golden circled' And M. Zola 
does not stop there. He transforms this cat into 
some monstrous and mystic figure of Oriental genius, 
into a sort of old man resembling Gustave Moreau’s 
** Herod,” floating in voluptuousness like a fly in 
honey. Then, when we have done with the cat, it 
is a ring, a siffiple wedding-ring of gold, worn on 
Madame Charles’s finger, which is enchanted and 
relates unmentionable things. 

M. Zola has on this occasion filled up the measure 
of indecency and coarseness. By an invention which 
insults woman in all that is most sacred in her, 
M.Zola has imagined a peasant woman being brought 
to bed whilst her cow is calving. . . . The crude- 
ness of the details goes beyond anything that can be 
imagined. 

He has offended nature not less in the animal than 
in the woman, and I am angry with him for having 
polluted the innocent cow by pitilessly displaying the 
misery and the suffering of its maternity. May I 
give you the reason for my indignation ? Some 


It has pleased M. Zola to lodge 



!• year's ago I happened to see a calf born ih ;a all®8 
The mother suffered cruelly and in silence. When it-j 
was born she turned towards it, her fine eyes full p|| 
tears, and, stretching out her neck, she spent a longl 
time licking the little being that had caused her s 
much pain. That was a beautiful and touching-* 
sight, 1 can assure you, and it is a disgrace to profanej; 
these august mysteries. M. Zola says of one of his? 
peasants that he had “an infatuation for filth.” It 
is an infatuation which M. Zola lends to-day to 
all his personages without distinction. By writing? 
“ La Terre ” he has given us the “ Georgies ” of 
filth. 

That M. Zola formerly had, I do not say a great 
talent, but a cop ; jus talent, is possible. That he still 
retains some remnants of it is credible, but 1 confess 
that I have the greatest difficulty in thinking so. His 
work is evil, and he is one of those unhappy beings 
of whom one can say that it would be better had he 
never been born. 

I will not, certainly, deny his detestable fame. 
No one before him had raised so lofty a pile of 
ordure. That is his monument, and its greatness 
cannot be disputed. Never had man made a similar 
effort to debase humanity, to insult all images of 
beauty and of love, to deny all that is good and all 
that is worthy. Never had man gone so far in 
disowning the ideal of man. There is in us all, in 
the small as well as in the great, in the humble 
as well as in the lofty, an instinct of beauty, a 
desire for all that adorns and beautifies, and this, 
spread throughout the world, makes the charm of 
life. M. Zola does not know it. There is in 
man an infinite need for loving which makes him 
divine. M. Zola does not know it. Desire and’ 



pnode&yare sometimes charmingly blended in human 
asbnlsT M. Zola does not know it; There are on 
th magnificent forms and noble thoughts. M. Zola 
poes not know it. Even many weaknesses, many 
^errors, and many faults have a touching beauty of 
itheir own. Grief is sacred. The sanctity of tears is 
|at the base of all religions. Misery should suffice 
jjffo make a man august in the sight of men. M. Zola 
tjdoes not know it. tie does not know that the graces 
| are seemly, that philosophic irony is indulgent and 
|gentle, and that human things inspire only two feel- 
ings in well-regulated minds : admiration or pity. 
ilM. Zola is entitled to the deepest pity # 


* I learn at the present moment that the translation of “ La 
<|Terre ’* h f*. hidden in Russia. M. Louis Ulbach, who quotes 
tethis news, adds : “We may be certain that this work, so insulting 
|:to France, will be translated and commented upon in Germany.” 
(And M. U1 bach protests with an energy which I should like to be 
"(able to equal, 

“No,*’ he says, “No. This novel is a calumny, an insult 
Fto the majority of Frenchmen. 

“With his theory of heredity, M. Zola would have a difficulty 
tin explaining how these peasants are the fathers of what is 
" worthiest, most intelligent, and bravest in France. Which of us 
, dias not in our veins some peasant blood, and which of us does 
' not admire these resolute toilers and look on them as an example, 
as a tradition to follow ? 

“ To deny t^e peasant’s delicacy of feeling is to deny evidence ; 
(to deny his courage is to deny France. 

“After the war, after the franc-tireim, after the heroism that 
has been shown, such books are pleasant to our enemies, but are 
(insult iv* to our patriotism. 

“I described, a few days ago, a noble sight I had witnessed, 
pf brigade manoeuvring with admirable discipline and superb dash. 
fit was a manifestation of the French peasantry. 

know that the simple article which I wrote on that subject 
Pus been read in the narracks of the brigade ; I know that the 
Ifrtimber of the ‘Petit Marseillais’ containing it has been posted 
(up, and I will even add, by way of a boast, not of what 
(|(wrote, but of what I thought, that the general has had read 



to the "Minister of War this testimony of a spectator, and ' 
the latter said : 

u 6 That is the note I like to hear and which the soldiers kno^| 
how to appreciate.’ 

“ Go then to those soldiers who are ready to be killed foj| 
France, who have learned to read in their village or their barracki 
who are developing notions of national honour, go to thos’^ 
heroes in embryo and read to them a book which pretends tha,t| 
they are victims of social inequality ; that they are sons qj| 
scoundrels on their fathers’ side and of women without morals^ 
and without shame on their mothers’ side ; that they have the| 
appetites of the dung-heap; that they have no ideal feeling; that-i 
they are the product of incest or, at the least, of debauchery, thej 
excrement of France heaped upon a pile of excrements ! | 

“ You will then see with what contempt they will receive you,% 
for they are Frenchmen who are animated by the pure French! 
sap.” 




M. THIERS AS HISTORIAN* 


N Saturday last the monument erected 
in the cemetery of Pere-Lachaise to 
the memory of M. Thiers was un- 
veiled m the presence of his family 
and some friends. This private 
ceremony commemorates the tenth 
anniversary of M. Thiers’ death, 
iiwhich took place at Saint-Germain en Laye on 
^September 3rd, 1877. Ten years! posterity has 
already begun for him. It is interesting to inquire 
how this illustrious man’s books '‘’bear the test of 
• time. 

£ The “Histoire de la Revolution” and the “ His- 
" toire du Consulat et de l’Empire,” by M. Thiers, 
;-were, for more than thirty years, the books most 
.' read in France, if we except “ Lcs Trois Mousque- 
taires,” which, it will be admitted, does not belong to 
the same class. It is said that during the past ten 
years readers of these works have grown fewer in 
’ number. I am inclined to believe this to be the 
case, but it is certain that they are still very numerous. 

As for the judgments passed upon them to-day — I 
|am speaking of judgments entitled to some authority 
. — they are very diverse. Let us admit that the new 
j historical school is not very favourable to them. But 

* On the inauguration of the monument to M. Thiers at 
^Pere-Lachaise. 
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It was in 1 8 23 that M. Thiers began his “ HfetS 
de la Revolution.’’ For that great epoch only the' 
evidence of contemporaries was available at thdj 
time. MM. Berville and Barri&re were publishing 
the voluminous collection of “ Memoires ” which| 
bears their name. Every generous reader was movedj 
to the depths of his soul by those burning pages, 5 
written in prison or in exile, under the shock of pro-| 
scription or of death, by those public testaments of 
Madame Roland and so many other heroic victims.^ 
Already the legend of .the Girondins was beginning* 
to grow. M. Thiers’ book was conceived in the fire 
of this enthusiasm. 

He was not prepared for his task either by pro-' 
longed study or by grave meditation. M. Thiers; 
was still very young, and he showed more intellectual 
petulance than depth of reflection. This little man,; 
intoxicated by the heady novelty of life, asked of 
the world pleasure in preference to power. He was ’ 
in the habit, it is said, of giving suppers which were' 
ill-suited to his delicate temperament, and of riding 
on Ibrahim, his piebald horse, though not without a; 
certain amount of risk. However, he inspired no 
confidence in the minds of publishers. When he 
suggested to Lecointe and Durey a history of the 
Revolution, the plan of which he had in his head,? 
those gentlemen hesitated. They wanted a work of 
the sort as 'a continuation to Anquetil, but they did; 
not dare to entrust it to an unknown writer. At' 
last, after a sufficient amount of reflection, they, 
accepted M. Thiers’ offer on the condition that the ; 
book should bear Felix JBodin’s name on its title--' 
page as well as his own. This Felix Bodin, who? 



' as?ga.aratitor for M. Thiers, was not mucn| 
Polder than he, but was known as an historian. 'He 
fwrote historical abridgments, and he also got others 
fto write them. His industry prospered. The chances 
jjpare that if one happens to be looking over old books 
|on the quays one will find some of his abridg- 
ements in the twopenny box. Those of the history 
l -of France and of the history of England are by 
< Felix Bodin himself. Armand Carrel and Amedee 
(' Thierry both commenced author in the warehouse of 
V this manufacturer of histories. 

The first two volumes of the “ Histoire de la 
Revolution’’ bore the names of Felix Bodin and A. 
Thiers. It does not seem that Felix Bodin contri- 


, buted to them anything more than his name. These 
i two volumes were favourably received by the public. 
They embraced the whole period of the Constituent 
' Assembly, and a great part of that of the Legislative 
Assembly. Their success can be easily explained. 
They appeared as the first attempt at a general 
history'of tho«e events which changed France and 
moved the world ; the authors, or, more properly 
speaking, the author, before any other writer, passed 
judgment on the Revolution in the name of the 
young generation which was the product of it. 
To-day, th,ese two volumes appear a little thin. The 
other nine, bearing M. Thiets’ name alone, were 
published 1824-1827. They are far superior. M. 
Thiers had learned many things in a few months. 
He had seen, at Manuel’s and at M. Lafitte’s, old 
members of the Constituent Assembly, adherents of 
the Mountain who had escaped the Convention, 

. survivors of the Five Hundred, of the Legislative 
; Body, and of the Tribunate, old generals of the 
Republic, and army contractors ; he had measured 



all |hese rums, questioned all these shades y n’e /i«i| 
even" laboured at the art of war with Jomini and at| 
finance with Baron Louis. 

He listened to these witnesses of the past as weBI 
as he could, for he was not naturally a good listener.;! 
But above all he divined them ; that was the art in| 
which he always excelled. The third volume 'already | 
bears evidence of this intercourse with men and this ik 
practice in affairs so indispensable to the historian. 1 
It is informed, luminous, alive. Somebody has well ? 
said of M. Thiers that he reaches the Revolution^ 
simultaneously with the men of Marseilles them-" 
selves, on the eve of August the 10th. But the source 5 
of his inspiration did not lie altogether in the study of: 
the past. He did not live shut up with his work. .: 
Present affairs engaged at least as much of his atten- ! 
tion as the memories of the Convention. In 1824, the 
leader of the ultra-Royalist faction had ascended the 
throne. What animated M. Thiers with a spirit whose 
ardour passed into his book, were the Villele Ministry, 
the law of sacrilege, the thousand million of francs ■ 
bestowed on the emigres , the censorship, the attempt 
made by the Government to return to the old regime. 
His history betrays the time in which it was written. 
Although purely narrative, it breathes forth the love , 
of threatened institutions and an obstinate zeal on 
behalf of achievements that had not yet passed out 
of the region of controversy. $ M. Thiers left to his 
friend Mignet, whose “Prtkis ” appeared in 1 824, the 
task of composing a dogmatic history ; he himself, 
only related and expounded. But with what vivacity ! 
His active mind seems to set in action the events 
which it narrates. 

I have just reopened this book of my youth. I 
confess that I have been entranced, and that I have 



P^d'lp'.p)' on to tlie end. One -il^carlreti a^jTasf 
|f ,by a stream which flows smoothly between level 
|banks. One never notices any shock >vhen the scene 
|pr the personages are changed, for the historian, 
|hough always rapid, is never abrupt. And how 
|excellent are the chapters on finance : assignats, the 
|l'aw of maximum, forced loans, the institution of the 
|Great Ledger!* What lucid expositions of the 
^events of war ! How he makes one understand the 
r.starting-point, the prosecution, the minor events, 
and the climax of a campaign ! 

> His philosophy has been called in question, but to 
do this is sheer loss of time, for he has none. He is 
neither a fatalist, as has been charged against him, 
"nor a believer in a Providential order. He has him- 
self, in one of his articles in\the “ National,’’ declared 
| with all the firmness that belongs to sincere convic- 
tions that “There are only men and the passions of 
men.” He has also said : “We are all men, and the 
condition is a hard one.’’ He wants the Revolution to 
* succeed ; he w*nts this at any cost. It is in this sense 
that, after having bewailed the Girondins who died 
for it, he adds : “ We could only place above them 
a member of the Mountain who had decided for revo- 
lutionary methods from policy alone and not from 
the impulse of hate.’’ That is far from being philo- 
sophy and is scarcely moral. How far away we are 
here from M. Quinet, who utters laments as soon as 
he sees the Revolution turn aside from the rules of hu- 
manitarian philosophy ! But philosophy and morality 
.are not the essential parts of the historian’s art. 


.. * Assignats : paper money secured on State property. Law of 

i Maximum i prohibited merchants front charging beyond a certain 
i price for the necessaries of life. Great Ledger : Grand livre: list 
' of the creditors of the State. 



! been blamed because, on more than one occasion’ll 
relying on the authority of the “ Moniteur,” he has- 
confused Maximilien Robespierre with Robespierre! 
the Younger ; he has been upbraided for saying that| 
Couthon, who was a cripple, “flung himself” into! 
the tribune. A number of mistakes have been# 
pointed out in his book, but upon the whole no| 
serious errors. His gravest faults in this respect^ 
would be mere peccadilloes with Michelet. Besides,, 
no one can write a general history without slipping 
into a great number of inaccuracies. The question is- 
whether general histories ought to be written. The; 
fashion for them seems in our day to have passed away. 

1 The scholars of the new school who are now,, 
devoting themselves to the study of the Revolution ■ 
are more inclined to publish documents than to 
make use of them. They proscribe all general 
histories except those of Michelet, and these 
appear to them in the light of epic poems, where, 
every licence is a poetic licence. They give us to 
understand that it would be imprudent to write any- 
thing about the great epoch until all the papers 
preserved in the public depositories are printed, a 
business which will take two or three hundred years, 
more. In the meantime they hardly allow M. Sorel. 
and M. Chuquet to treat of external relations and 
campaigns. The Municipal Council of Paris has, 
ordered an extensive publication of unprinted docu- 
ments, and the business is being pressed forward; 
with great activity. M. Maurice Tourneux has' 
been given, as his share of the undertaking, a work 
before which a Benedictine monk would have quailed. : 

All this is excellent. But if we take into con-; 
sideration that the printed records run to about. 


f still, we shall 
iSlespair of ever knowing the history of the Revolu- 
Itlon. Arising out of this subject, allow me to tell 
|;you an anecdote which the Abb£ Blanchet has already 
I'told, and much better than I can tell it. Bu* - , not 
fHaving his book at hand, 1 am compelled to tell it as 
: well as I can. I dedicate it to M. F. A. Aulard, 
|,who, with unwearied zeal, is collecting documents to 
5 be employed in rhe history of the epoch to which he 
has attached his name and his fortune. 

When the young prince, who had been a disciple 
of Zeb, succeeded his father on the throne of Persia, 
he summoned all the learned men in his kingdom, 
and, when they were assembled, he said to them : 

| “ Doctor Zeb, my master, has taught me that 

;; sovereigns would be less exposed to error if they 
were enlightened by the example of the past. For 
- this reason I wish to study the annals of the peqples. 
I order you to compose a universal history and to 
neglect nothing to make it complete.” 

The learned men promised to satisfy the king’s 
desire. They withdrew, and immediately set to 
work. At the end of thirty years they presented 
themselves before the king, followed by a caravan 
composed of twelve camels, each loaded with five 
hundred volumes. 

l’he chief of them, having prostrated himself on 
the steps of the throne, spoke in these terms : 

"Sire, the Academicians of your kingdom have 
'the honour to lay at your feet the universal history 
!which they have composed for Your Majesty. It 
•■ comprises six thousand volumes, and contains all that 
irit has been possible for us to collect touching the 
. customs of peopies and the vicissitudes of empires. 




^documents are even more riumerbu 



:Wl'Mve Inserted In 

liave happily been preserved, and we have illustrated' 
them by abundant notes on geography, chronology,' 
and diplomacy. The prolegomena alone form; 
camel’s load, and the paralipomena are with difficulty; 
borne by another camel.” 

The king answered: 

“ Gentlemen, I am greatly obliged to you for 
the trouble you have taken. But I am greatly 
occupied by the cares of government. Besides, I 
have grown older whilst you were working. I am 
past by ten years what a poet calls the middle of the 
pathway of life, and, even supposing that I die 
of old age, I cannot reasonably hope to have still 
time to read so long a history. It will be deposited 
among the archives of the kingdom. Be good 
enough to make me a summary of it, better propor- 
tioned to the brevity of human existence.” 

The Academicians of Persia worked for another 
twenty years. Then they brought to the king fif- i; . 
teen hundred volumes on three camel?. 

“ Sire,” said the chief in a voice enfeebled by age 
and toil, “ here is our new Avork. We believe that : 
we have omitted nothing essential from it.” 

“ It may be so,” answered the king, “ but I will 
not read it. 1 am old. Lengthy undertakings do not , 
suit my age ; abridge it still more, and do not delay.” . 

They delayed so little that at the end of ten years ! 
they came back, followed by a single camel bearing, 
five hundred volumes. 

“I flatter myself,” said the chief, “that we have 
been concise.” 


“ You have, but not concise enough,” replied the : 
king. “ I am at the end of my life. Abridge, if you 
wish me to know the history of men before 1 die.” 



JSftjt the fend of five years the chief was" : again siefeSpj 
; before the palace. Walking on crutches, he held by,;; 
fcthfeibridle a little ass, which carried a large book, on • 
its back. 

“ Make haste,” said an officer to him, “ the king 


/is dying.” 

In truth, the king was on his death-bed. He 
turned a feeble glance towards the chief and his large 
book, and said with a sigh : 

“ I shall die without knowing the history of 


men ! ” 


“Sire,” answered the chief, who was almost as 
near death as the king, “ I am going to summarise 
it in three words: They were born, they suffered , they 
died.’ 1 

p* It was thus that the King of Persia learned uni- 
versal history at the moment of passing, to use the 
common expression, from this world to the next. 

M. Thiers, by impetuously issuing his book in 
1823, was, we must admit, better advised than the 
chief of the Academicians of Persia. It remains for 
us to say a word about the way in which the book is 
written, for, after all, our business is to speak of 
literature. 

Let us at once admit that M. Thiers is careless 
and inaccurate. Carrel, who nevertheless rated him 
highly, said : “ When he writes, one can almost 
believe that he is improvising.” His style, often 
sr/t and fluid, is wanting in strength. This is true. 
In order to place one’s finger upon the writer’s main 
defect it is enough to quote a fragment of Garat’s 
portrait of Danton and to place alongside it the 
passage in the “ Histoire de la Revolution” which is 
avowedly imitated from it. Here is the piece from 
Garat : 


| f[\ u Dan ton never wrote dr printed a speech; He used to say: 
do not write.’ His imagination and the species of eloquence, 
with which it endowed him, singularly appropriate to his face* 
and to his stature, was that of a demagogue ; his outlook on men 
and things was quick, clear, impartial, and true, and had that*; 
solid prudence and practicality which is given only by expe~‘ 
rience. He knew hardly anything, and he took* a pride in 
divining nothing ; in the tribune he uttered a few words which 
reverberated for a long time ; in conversation he was silent, 
listened with interest when people spoke little, with astonishment 
when they said a great deal. He pressed Camille to speak, and 
he permitted Fabre d’Eglantine to do so.” * 

That is beyond question a penetrating bit of 
rhetoric. Here is the way that M. Thiers has v 
imitated it in his “ Histoire de la Revolution ” : V; 

“ Danton had an uncultivated but great, profound, and above all 
simple and solid mind. He never employed his intellect save for , 
his needs, and never in order to appear brilliant ; thus, he spoke • 
little and disdained to write. According to a contemporary he 
had no pretensions, not even that of divining what he did not 
know, a pretension so common among men of his stamp. He , 
listened to Fabre d’Eglantine and he continually pressed his young = 
and interesting friend, Camille Desmoulins, to speak, for he 
derived great enjoyment from his wit.” 

One sees at the first glance that in this copy all 
the outlines are softened, all the lines are blurred. 

I need hardly point out how flat the last phrase is. 
M. Thiers has, as a rule, no relief in his phrasing. 

It has been remarked also that the style of his first 
history has grown antiquated in some passages. We 
no longer say, as he did, the temple of the law r, in 
order to designate the Convention ; we no longer , 
call Andre Chenier and Roucher two children of the : 
Muses . Although these expressions offend me but 

slightly, for they are in the taste of the time, 1 con- , 
demn them with all the other faults of M. Thiers’ ; 
style. But let not that writer’s enemies hasten to: 
triumph. All these blots seem little in regard to the 1, 


iole, and it is the whole that we must judge. We'3 
-must also praise the merits of his style, and that is ‘ 
mpt done as much as it ought to he. We must recog- 
nise its clearness, its warmth, and its movement. These * 
;.are no small merits. M, Thiers’ language is exact, 
^copious, and animated. I stop myself; perhaps when 
we come in a moment to deal with the “ Consulat ” 
•it will be easier for Uj successfully and in the broadest 
■ traits to defend the historian’s manner. 

M. Thiers undertook, in 1 845 to write the history 
; of the great man whose ashes he had brought back 
•to France. That design was not entirely disinte- 
rested. When he formed it, M, Thiers was in 
opposition, and we can strongly suspect him of 
having consented without any unwillingness to 
eclipse the July monarchy by the glory of the 
Consulate and the splendour of the Empire. 
We must not lose sight of the fact that, if 
^M. Guizot is a historian who occupies himself 
i.with politics, M. Thiers is a politician who occupies 
■. himself with history. Yet one could not say without 
■ injustice that his work is composed for the occasion, 
.His model, which he spent twenty years in painting, 
^filled him with enthusiasm. He has been heard to 
exclaim : “ What good luck 1 Alexander has been 
...taken from the depths of antiquity and set down in 
our own days, in a captain’s uniform and with all 
the genius of modern science, and all for me ! ” And, 
to paint the new Alexander, M. Thiers employed all 
the resources of an inexhaustible mind. One does 
not know what to admire most in this work, the 
■grandeur of the design, the noble ease of the 
.arrangement, or the clearness of the pictures. Vast 
$ind magnificent composition whose chapters bear, not, 
Jike the books of Herodotus, the names of the Muses, 




■’buf-tKe ' names of “victories’! ' HarbibnibuW’ , 0ri1ty t ^ 
truly classic beauty ! Immense, unique achievement 
of a spirit trained to affairs and sensitive to fame Lj 
M. Thiers was, at the time of his enterprise, a£§ 
experienced statesman. Pedants have cavilled atj 
the variations of his opinions, as if twenty years*? 
of revolutions did not bring about changes in aj 
political mind. They have blamed him for the^ 
length of his battles. It is true that these are long,? 
and he lengthens them still more by adding sum-.> 
maries of them. It is true also that, after having'; 
related them as they were fought, he relates them;?? 
again as they ought to have been fought, and that injf 
this way he wff.s them all — after the event. It is 
true that he employs documents a little too much! 
according to his fancy, and that — sometimes — as the! 
phrase goes, he stretches them on his own side. » 
In this admirable “ Consulat ” as well as in the; 
“ Revolution,” errors and mistakes have been pointed; 
out. M. de Martel, following upon Charras, Lan- 
frev, Barni, and so many others, 'Joes not fail to'; 
do this. But who would dare to maintain that. 
Lanfrey’s Napoleon is as true as M. Thiers’ ? 
Honestly, which of the two is more alive ? Was it 
not M. Brunetiere who said of M. Thiers’ history : “It ’ 
still remains the most like the original”? M. Thiers,* 
it has been said, has in his twenty volumes spoken,:; 
only of the “ pomps of the flesh,” and he has said; 
nothing of those of the mind and of letters. He : 
has written the history of affairs. The saying is, li 
believe, M. Nisard’s. Be it so ! It is not the., 
easiest history to write. We should be very grate- 
ful if a contemporary of Tacitus had written th«£ 
history of the affairs of his time. | 

Space fails me for so great a subject. We are led| 


ion 'bf writing. The style of “ da* 
'Cbnsulat et de 1 ’Empire ” is that of the last volumes 
, of the “ Revolution,” as simple and as alert, but 
purer and fuller. In its large simplicity it is perfectly 
appropriate to the nature and extent of the work. 
;m. Thiers had theories on the art of writing. In 
1830 he stated them very simply in “ Le National” 
'when dealing with Napoleon’s sayings. “ We can . 
no longer have,” said he, “ the sublime and ingenuous 
/grandeur that belonged to Bossuet and to Pascal, 
j/and that belonged as much to their age as to them. 
;We can no longer have even the delicacy, the grace, 
'the exquisite naturalness of Voltaire. Their time 
/has passed away. But a simple, true, calculated style, 
:tan elaborate and skilful style, that is what it is 
permitted us to produce. This is no bad fate when 
/’with it there are important truths to be said. The 
style of Laplace in the ‘ Exposition du systeme du 
monde,’ of Napoleon in his Memoirs, these are the 
modeis of the simple and deliberate style proper to 
<pur age.” • 

i , A great deal might be said upon this subject ; for, 
though I do not know how Bossuet, Pascal, and 
Voltaire might have written in 1830, I am quite 
•certain that they would not have written like M. 
jThiers. Napoleon wrote differently from Laplace, 
•find neither wrote like M. Thiers. There is no 
one style proper to an epoch. There is a style 
Zpropei to each writer of genius. 

Twenty-five years later, M. Thiers, going back 
iipon these ideas, laid down in the preface to the 
twelfth volume of the “ Consulat ” the principles of 
the art of writing history. He there compares a 
ijjpod historical style to a large, flawless mirror, 
ihe merit of which is to allow everything to be 


seen without itself 'belii^^^er^Wre^BBg^g 
same maxims a short time afterwards in a le'tttFJffl 
Sainte-Beuve. “1 look,” he says, “at the historyj 
of literatures, and I see that those who seek for effect 
live, not for a generation, but as long as a fashion 
and truly it is not worth while tormenting oneself s<| 
much for that sort of an immortality. Besides,^ 
defy them to compel people to read, not twen$jjj| 
volumes, but a single one. It is a monstrous piece! 
of impertinence to claim the attention of others so§ 
long for oneself — that is to say, for one’s style. Onlyj| 
human things displayed truthfully — that is to says 
in their grandeur, their variety, their inexhaustiblisp 
fruitfulness— -have the right to retain the reader and) 
do actually retain him.” 

He was all the more faithful to his system as itjj 
was imposed upon him by his temperament. He| 
used to say : “ I write history in the way it ought to! 
be written” ; in reality, he wrote it in the way he was) 
able to write it. His method was good, but he made 
a mistake in believing that it alone was good. More 
than one style suits history. That of Augustirt 
Thierry is perfectly appropriate to it. The same 
can be said of Guizot’s, which is quite different;,! 
Tacitus and Michelet are neither of them simple, 
and both are great writers. 

However, M. Thiers was right in thinking thaff 
his own manner can be borne for a long time with-! 
out fatigue, and that it is excellent for very long| 
books. 

Moreover, the joyous majesty of his composition 
gives support to his style and makes it seem less) 
unadorned in the luminous effect of the whole! 
achievement. On the other hand, what would| 
Michelet, who ignores the fair ordering and the nobldf 



j^gPetif of ideas, be witHbut'tlie splendour of his ‘ 
Jprasirig ? Michelet’s sensual phrasing gives a very 
Hceen pleasure, but it is a pleasure which cannot be 
^prolonged without turning into discomfort and at 
£last becoming actual pain. Everything is paid for in 
athis world, and pleasure most of all. 



THE CORRESPONDENCE OF 
MARIE LOUISE 


HE literary life is sometimes nourished! 
by memories and seeks converse 
with the shades. We are going t$ 
begin to-day with a .princess whose; 
correspondence, recently published^ 
has roused a certain amount of 
curiosity. You already know tha$ 
at Vienna, under the private patronage of Count 
Falkenhayn, the Minister of Agriculture,' there hail 
just been printed a selection from the letter?| 
which Marie Louise wrote from .1799 to 1847! 
to the Countess Colloredo, who for ten years had! 
directed her education, and also to the Countess^ 
daughter, Victoire de Pontet, Countess of Crenne^- 

“ We have taken the utmost pains in selecting her;’ 
letters,” says the German editor, “ so as to be sur«| 
of winning the interest of the public for them, an$f 
we shall count ourselves happy should it be sufficiently 
aroused to make it turn its attention to the Duchess! 
of Parma’s tomb. Would that, on All Souls’ DaySj 
when everybody goes into the Imperial vault, wff 
might hear some one say : * That is the coffin q|| 
the Archduchess Marie Louise, who, in the yejj£| 
1 840, sacrificed herself on behalf of her father’s king|| 
dom ! ’ ” Count Falkenhayn’s pious hopes will ncJl 

Z24 


P^^ifilieil 0 . The tetters which he publishes will not 
phaage the feeling of those who read 'them. After 
Ijheir publication, as before it, the memory of the 
^daughter of the Emperor Francis I. will not, even 
Bn her native country, obtain the reverence due only 
|to the memory of noble spirits. The sacred name of 
Jyictim will, wherever honest hearts beat, be refused 
ffxxthe woman who showed herself unfaithful to mis- 
fortune. 

I” ■ The letters of Marie Louise to the Countess of 
|Colloredo and to Mademoiselle de Pontet are written 
|in French, without, brilliancy, without correctness, and 
|jyithout grace, but with clearness. The princess was, 
Ifrom the age of seven upwards, as well able to ex- 
press herself intelligibly in French as in German. She 
Accustomed herself later to think in the language 
|of her new country. At twenty-one, she knew French 
^better than German. “In her correspondence with 
;her father,” says Baron Menneval, “ she was often 
Obliged to have recourse to French expressions, 
because she hjftl forgotten the equivalent words in 
!her mother tongue.” 

t The first letters are, it must be admitted, amiable 
■enough. They bring us into intimate relations with 
the Court of Vienna, and bear witness to the simple 
family habits that ruled there. “ Mamma,” says the 
Little Louise, speaking of her young stepmother, 
chats and reads all the evening to me.” The 
Emperor makes excursions into the country with 
bis daughters. These little journeys please Louise 
|extremely, “ because,” she says, “ my dear papa is 
bind enough to teach me a quantity of things.” 
:One of the letters written in her tenth year begins 
thus : “ I have read with great pleasure that doves 
|>uild a nest.” Louise works with her needle, 



lulled two of his generals with his own hand! 
fact is that on May 22nd, 1809, the Emperor w$|| 
the battle of Essling, and wept when he embraced 
Marshal Lannes, who was mortally wounded. Fori 
her, Napoleon isAntichrist. (Letter of July 8th, 1809.)^ 
She trembles at his name. 


“ I assure you that to see that person would cause me worse* 
suffering than martyrdom, and I do not know whether a wish to, 
see me may not enter into his head.” 


She soon hears on all sides that the monster is> 
leaving his wife and going to take another from onej 
of the European Courts. “I pity,” she says,‘ <£ the*! 
poor princess whpm he will choose.” But when atj 
last she suspect/that this poor princess is to be her- 
self, she resigns herself to her fate. Marie Louise 
was born for resignation. 


" Since Napoleon’s divorce I open every ‘Frankfort Gazette’ with '< 
the idea that I may find in it the nomination of the new spouse, 
and I confess that this delay causes me some involuntary uneasi* : 
ness ; 1 place my fate in the hands of Providence, who alone 
knows what can make us happy. But, if ill-fortune requires it, 

I am ready to sacrifice my private happiness to the good of the 
State, persuaded that we find true felicity only in the accom- , 
plishment of our duties, even though it be at the price of our , 
inclinations. I want to think no more about it. But, if it be ; 
necessary, my resolution is taken, though it would be a double ' 
sacrifice and a very painful one. Pray that it may not come to 
pass.” (January 22nd-23rd, 1810.) 


You know the tale of “ Beauty and the Beast.”, 
Beauty was greatly afraid of the Beast, but when she ! 
saw him she loved him. Napoleon, flattered at 
marrying an archduchess, welcomed his fiancee with, 
an ardour the very violence of which did not displease! 
the young German, who came to him white, fair, and* 
plump. “ He was so full of enthusiasm,” says onC| 



waitifig-women, £{ that W was batelyp 
filing to stop for a few moments at Soissons, where 
fit had been decided that we should sleep, and we 
fjwent on immediately to Compiegne. It appeared 
||that Napoleon’s prayers joined to the entreaties of 
|the Queen of Naples, decided Marie Louise to refuse 
Ijpothing to her too happy husband.” The letters 
Iwritten from France to the Countess Colloredo and 
|to the Countess of Crenneville are filled with evidence 
|;of an unclouded joy. “ I feel,” she says, “how 
§ sweet it is to speak of his happiness.” 

! She displays the innocent pride of her mother- 
; hood : “My son improves as 1 look at him, he is 
//becoming charming, I even believe that I heard him 
• .say papa ; my maternal love, at least, flatters itself in 
|'this way.” (September 2nd, 1 8 1 1 .) 

I But we know from an eye-witness that she was 
/; awkward and clumsy with her son, and that she 
J did not dare either to take him in her arms or to 
|caress him. The Emperor, on the contrary, took 
/ him in his af^ns every time he saw him, caressed 
/him, teased him, carried him in front of a mirror, 

/• and made faces at him. When he lunched, he used 
to put him on his knees, dip his finger in the sauce 

I and make him suck it, smudging his face all over at 
■ the same tune. The nurse grumbled, the Emperor 
'laughed, and the child seemed to receive his father’s 
(noisy caresses with pleasure. 

I’ or three years Marie Louise did not cease to boast 
of her conjugal happiness. “The most agreeable 
ftnoments I spend are either those when I am with the 
/Emperor or when I am quite alone. The Carnival 
/will be sad enough, but that does not affect me, for 
p have entirely lost my fondness for dancing and 

I I have replaced it by riding.” (January ist, 1811.) 





ijfOerman languishes and pities herself. 
father nor her son can distract her from the sad* 
which the Emperor’s absence causes her,, 



“ You can imagine the happiness I feel at being in the midst of 
my family, for you know how I love it ; however, it is troubled 
by the sadness of being separated from the Emperor. I can only; 
be happy near him.” (Prague, June nth, 1812.) “ I shall only* 

be satisfied and easy when I see him again : may God always pre- 
serve you from such a separation ; it is too cruel for a loving 
heart, and if it lasts long I shall not be able to bear up against it.” 
(Prague, June 28th, 1812.) “ I have found my son grown hand- 

somer and bigger ; he is so intelligent that 1 never tire of having 
him near me. But in spite of all his charms, he cannot make me 
forget, even for a few moments, the absence of his father.” (Saint- 
Cloud, October 2nd, i8i2.) 


What will become of this love on the day of trial ? 
Empress Regent, wife, and mother, Marie Louise 
abandoned the capital on March 29th, 1814, when 
the allies were still several days’ march away. A 
lamentable and disastrous desertion, with which we 
will not reproach her, for she went awiy only on the 
reiterated orders of Napoleon. He is still powerful : 
she obeys him ; but soon he has fallen, and departs 
for the island of Elba. This tender wife will not 
follow him. She hardly makes a pretence of rejoin- 
ing him. She allows herself to be stopped on the 
first few stages of her journey and to be led back to 
Vienna. I 

The ill-fated hero summons her and expects her. 
She does not go to him. She writes as long as she is 
permitted to do so. But when her father forbids her 
she ceases to answer his letters. She is an obedient 
daughter. 

It is recorded that at Vienna she met her grand- 
mother, Queen Caroline, Bonaparte’s enemy, and that 



piphc had thus abandoned her husbands The latter 
ptnidly excused herself by the obstacles that had been 
placed against their reunion 

P' : ‘* My daughter,” answered the old queen, “you can 
|flvrays jutrp out of the window ! ” 

1' But the good Marie L/mise did not think of jump- 
ling out of the window. She was too well brought 
top for that. During all this time she used quietly 
|to play her guitar. It is she herself who tells us 
so : 

| (, ■' 

“This tranquil life suits me very well. You know, my 
felear Victoire, that I have never cared about the great world, 
;And I hate it at present more than ever. I am Happy in 
„my little c<v aer, seeing a great deal of my son, who grows 
^handsomer every day and is becoming more and more 
|lovable. . . . 

“My health i-. very good. . . . 

“They v, ere wrong to fell you that I am neglecting my music; 
I often occupy myself with it still. 1 am even beginning to play 
fthe guitar, very badly it is true. ’ (Schcenbrunn, March 3rd, 
^ 1 5 .) 

V The return from Elba disturbed her, and nothing 
less than Waterloo and St. Helena were needed to 
reassure her. She had managed her little affairs well 
enough, and provided for her own peace of mind. 
She had caused the Duchy of Parma to be assigned 
;to her, on the condition that she would never see her 
son again. There, during the Emperor’s long agony, 
this tender and virtuous German kept giving little 
fGermanic brothers to the King of Rome. Her 
'pew master was a Wtlrtemberg gentleman in the 
Service of Austria. A safe man— she had it from 
;M. de Metternich. He was over forty, fair, and 
iwore a big black bandage over an eye which he had 
lost. Count Neipperg gave three children to the 




iBut Marie Louise was pious. As soon as sf 
■ she hastened to consecrate this union by a re 
|and secret marriage. If she put it off until iJ 
?it was Napoleon’s fault, for he was slow about! 
dying. _ . 

He died, however. Marie Louise learned it from a? 
gazette, and this news, by which the whole world was 
moved, annoyed the Duchess of Parma. Under thejj 
date of July 19th, 1821, she wrote to the Countess of ; 
Crenneville : 


“ I am at present in great uncertainty. The ‘ Gazette dc'5 
Piemont’ has announced Napoleon’s death in so positive a 
manner that it is hardly possible to doubt it any longer. I con- 4 
fess that I have bf.n extremely moved by it. Although I have: 
never had any warm feeling of any sort for him, I cannot forget 
that he is my son’s father, and that far from having, as everybody, 
believes, treated me badly, he has always shown me every con-;, 
sideration, and that is the only thing that one can desire in a 
political marriage. I have been very much grieved by it, and,, 
although one ought to be thankful that he has ended his unhappy^ 
existence in a Christian manner, yet I would .have wished him 
many years of happiness and life — provided he was far away 
from me.” 


She adds that her stomach is so upset that she 
cannot eat at all, “ not even melon,” and that, as she : 
has been stung by gnats in the face, she is pleased 
that she is not compelled to show herself. 

At last she could marry Count Neipperg. 

“ Widow of Hector, alas ! and wife of Helenus ! ” 

Neipperg committed the fault of dying in his turn. 
He was replaced by M. de Bombelles. 

She herself at last left this earth, on which she . had'" 
never sought anything but her own repose. In Septem- ■ 
ber 1 847, the world was surprised to hear of the deathj 




^Mediocre, though of an exalted fortune, she was ; 
iilither good nor bad ; she belongs to the numberless 
^flock of those tepid souls whom Heaven rejects and 
whom, as the poet says, Hell itself vomits forth in 


QUEEN CATHERINE’ 

N the last essay as we turned over the| 
pages of Marie Louise’s letters we); 
had the painful spectacle of a vulgar;' 
soul, thrown amidst illustrious events^ 
and meanly fulfilling a great destiny.| 
Whilst the unworthy Empress was) 
refusing to take part in the exile of; 
the man whose throne she had shared, another princess,); 
subjected to similar trials, met them in a way that| 
redounded to her glory. Giving an example of] 
constancy in those days which saw so many examples ) 
of baseness, Catherine of Wurtemberg remained’] 
faithful to her proscribed and fallen fiusband when ■ 
all Europe was attempting to drag him away from : 
her. “By her noble conduct in 1815,” said 
Napoleon at St. Helena, “this princess has with her, 
own hands inscribed her name on the pages of 
history.” It happens that just as the letters of; 
Marie Louise have been published at Vienna, Dr. ; 
August von Schlossberger has extracted from the:, 
archives of Stuttgart the correspondence exchanged,; 
from 1801 to 1815 between Catherine and her* 
father. This is an excellent opportunity for seizing ; 

# “ Briefwechscl der Keen i gin Katharina und des K a: nigs J6r6me ^ 
von Westphalicn so vie des Kaisers Napoleon I. mi t dera Koenigi| 
Friedrich von Wurtemberg. ,> Hcrausgegeben von Doctor August f 
von Schlossberger, Stuttgart, 2 vols. 
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i^^d^sisters-in-iaw, and for showing weakness and 


pirtue side by side. 

^Catherine was born at St. Petersburg on February 
|iist, 1783. She was the second child of Frederick, 
I'Duke, and afterwards King, of Wurtcmberg, and of 
IPrincess Augusta of Brunswick. 

|% 'She scarcely knew her mother, who died young, 


fand she was brought up at Mumpelgard by hef 
fgrandmother, Sophia-Dorothea of Wurtemberg, 
if niece of the great Frederick, and remained with her 


up to the age of fourteen. Looking back upon the 
* period of her childhood, she herself has said : 
•!** Although 1 was intelligent and pretty, I was, 
’' nevertheless, very self-willed, very imperious, and very 


^capricious, and it was impossible to subdue me or 
;fmake me apply myself to the least thing.” Sophia- 
J Dorothea was, we are told, a well-informed and 


(superior woman. She took pains over her grand- 
daughter’s education and “ cultivated her like a young 
plant.” Catherine, who retained a profound gratitude 
towards her, said: “ It was from her I acquired the 
few virtues I possess.” But, whatever Sophia- 
Dorothea’s influence may have been, it must be 
admitted that her granddaughter was born with an 
upright heart and a generous soul. Catherine was 
fifteen years old when she lost her grandmother. 
This was her first sorrow. She then went to live at 


the Court of her father, whom she found married 
again. His second wife was Charlotte Matilda of 
England. 

Owing to a disposition of mind which, as we know, 
is not uncommon, she refused to give her friendship 
Or her confidence to her young step-mother, reserving 
for her aunt, and above ail for her father, the full 



of her ffltnt H ' ' 

‘ beautiful young girl, with a clear and bright cbmjf 
: plexion, great blue eyes, and fair, curling hair. Sh«| 
had an air of refractoriness which was soon to b® 
changed into an air of heroism. Her father, seeing! 
that she was good-humoured and cheerful, displayed! 
his affection towards her and was always ready to| 
play with her. Frederick of Wiirtemberg was a| 
soldier. A soldier’s heart is sometimes exquisitely! 
kind and good-natured. But he was also a politician)! 
and a politician’s tenderness is always short-livedjf 
We shall see Frederick stifling his as soon as reasonsf 
of State whisper in his ear. It has been said thatj 
even in his daughter’s youth, “ his caresses were those) 
of a lion who makes his claws felt.” This Germanic! 
lion was also something of a fox. He was violent,!? 
but he was crafty as well. The relations of this little;* 
sovereign with Napoleon remind one a good deal of| 
certain episodes in the popular story which Goethe* 
put into verse, where we see Noble, the lion, and| 
the ingenious Goupil walking in company. To be 
just, let us add that the Swabian fox only snatched) 
himself and his people from the lion’s claws when) 
they had been half devoured. The friendship of the '; 
great man was a gift from the gods. But it was not) 
a gratuitous gift. 

The life that Catherine led in the little Court of) 
Stuttgart dragged itself along sadly and monotonously,) 
without any pleasant warmth, and without any inti-) 
mate joys. The young princess, thrown upon her own;) 
resources, occupied her time with reading, with the) 
usual household duties, and with music. She practised 
singing, and wished to learn Italian, as being the most| 
musical language, and she began to play the man-1 
doline. But she was not of a nature to allow herself! 



.. captivated. by the ''U'fSsip’n of the? 
^rts.. The practical generosity of her instincts retained: 
$ier in the wholesome reality of life. Day-dreaming 
: ^held a small place in a soul which was always in 
{touch with actual things. Even in the playfulness 
R>f youth she had a certain gravity. When she was 
pwenty-two she used to he called the Abbess. At 
Ithat time she often spoke of herself as an old maid, 
|and with a serious gaiety added : U I am consoling 
|myself and will act my part like a good soldier; 
fas I shall never have a husband, to be an Abbess 
fis an excellent refuge for an old maid.” 

& Two vears later, she received a husband from her 
^father’s hands. This was in 1807. The victorious 
|Napoleon had just dictated the Treaty of Tilsit. Out 
|:<>f Hesse-Cassel and the Prussian possessions west 
|of the Elbe he had formed the kingdom of West- 
|phalia, which he gave to his brother Jerome. The 
flatter, though only twenty-three years of age, had, four 
jvyears before, and without the knowledge of the head 
Vof the family* married Miss Paterson, the daughter 
of a Baltimore merchant. But the First Consul, who 
.disliked the marriage, had it annulled, as being 
■contracted by a minor. Jerome was thus free, and 
a queen was needed for Westphalia. Napoleon 
chose Prir1ce c s Catherine. He asked her from the 
King of Wtirternberg, and the latter had neither 
the desire nor the power to refuse her to his 
powerful ally. But when Frederick broached the 
-project to his daughter she met it with an energetic 
Resistance. 

I We know, by her own admission, that she was at 
Rhe time “ occupied with other projects.’* She only 
fielded at the end of a year. In the meantime war 
3 had broken out. Jerome, with Vendamme, was in 


wrote From Saint-Cloucl to King Frederick: T'a 
afraid that the marriage will have to take plac 
under rather inconvenient circumstances ; no matter^ 
another time will come when we will celebrate again|| 
and in better style what we will now have to do with! 
our boots on.” fj 

Catherine had resolved to find the satisfaction of ? * 
an accomplished duty in those bonds which politic^’ 
alone had formed. We see from her correspondency 
that, during the journey which she made to join the* 
prince, her sole uneasiness was lest she might not 
please the husband who as yet only knew her byi 
a portrait. Her beauty did not reasstire her. She 
wrote to her falher before the meeting: 

“ It is not without a trembling heart that I think' 
of this first interview ; I am more afraid of it than I’ 
can describe.” "■ 

This interview which she dreaded so much took 1 
place at the Tuileries on August 22nd, 1807. On the 
following day Catherine gave an account of it to 
her father in these terms: 

“ I made my toilet to receive the prince. 1 cannot 
express to you my emotion at sight of him, though 
he was extremely polite. But he seemed a prey to 
so great an embarrassment that mine was naturally ' 
increased.” . 

This was the day on which the marriage contract 
was signed. The Princess brought the King a dowry 
of a hundred thousand florins, with jewels amount-' 
ing to an equal sum. The German editor, whose 
work we have before us, takes care to remark that 
this sum was by no means small, having regard to 
the time and the circumstances. As for the trousseau^ ' 
it was made according to the Wurtemberg fashions,/! 


, . . bfa 


^^^theirefore useless. The Emperor anid Jeromes 
|gracefully replaced it by another. 

.Catherine found happiness where she had looked 
|pnly for duty. Her husband was young, brave, and 
to love, and she fell in love with him at once and 
Sbr life. She wrote on August 25th : 

H “ For the past two dayr,, the Prince, my husband, 
|§eems to be genuinely attached to me ; he is really a 
^charming man, very lovable, full of wit and good- 
fhature. You ought to see t'.ie attentions, the delicacy, 
tjthe tenderness which he lavishes upon your daughter. 
jHe is already beginning to spoil me; for it would 
"be impossible.to put more grace, more sincerity, more 
^confidence into what he does to give me pleasure, so 
*that now i could not be happy without him/’ 

| And three days afterwards she said : 

I; “ I could no longer live without him.” 
v She spent the remainder of the year at Saint-Cloud, 
; or at Paris, with the Imperial Court, and after that 
'?went to the kingdom which Napoleon had carved 
out with his s^-ord. On January 1st, 1809, she made 
:,ber entry into Cassel, where she was destined to 
’remain for six years in the face of trials which 
demonstrated her unshaken firmness of character. 
Catherine^both as wife and as queen, had to suffer 
doubly. The campaign of 1809 removed her 
husband from her. 


- She wrote on March 25th to her father: 

“1 can assure you that I await events, if not with 
^entire security, at least with the courage and strength 
Ppf soul that beseem me. If my husband is going to 
join the army, as is probable, I shall not oppose so 
•Sensible a plan by any misplaced weakness, but I 
■|hall hope that the goodness of Providence will grant 
Jjpccess to his military labours and achievements.” 



rrfie 

out of limbs that were still bleeding, was in a stalp 
of terrible convulsion. Catherine and Jerome, su$~ 
founded by assassins, ran a risk of being murdered^ 
in their palace. A formidable insurrection of tH<f 
peasants broke out in 1809. Amid these events the', 
princess wrote to her father : “ I beg you to be ati 
ease. I assure you that I am.” ^ 

She only left Cassel at the last moment, as the 
Austrian troops were entering Westphalia, which had ; 
risen in revolt, and she only consented to leave even 
then in order that the king might not be obliged to; 
employ part of his forces in her protection. 

We shall not retrace here the vicissitudes of that 
six years’ re ; gn. To do that we should have to 
follow step by step the “ Memoires du roi Jerome,” ; 
published from 1861 to 1866. We shall confine; 
ourselves to indicating some features of Queen 
Catherine’s life and character, as found in the recent 
Stuttgart volume. . 

We find the princess back again in her capitaMn 
1 8 1 1. On November 25th a fire destroyed her paj|*e. 
On the day following this catastrophe, to whicCTpe 
herself nearly fell a victim, she wrote : 

“ I can say that I was not frightened for a single 
moment, and that I neither lost my presence of mind 
nor my composure in yesterday’s terrible catastrophe. 
I trembled only at the idea of thecLanger which the 
King ran.” "fr 

Summoned to Paris at the end of the year 1809 
for the ceremonies of the marriage of the Emperor 
with Marie Louise, she found Napoleon thinking of 
nothing but the coming of the Archduchess. The 
anecdotal letters which she wrote at the time are 
most curious. In them we find that gentle playful-; 



ikeli so much in her, ' : V '§ 

|^You will never believe, my dear father, hr w much| 
lie [the Emperor] is in love with his future wife ; he* 
Is more excited about her than I could have imagined 
Br can express. Every day he sends her one of his 
chamberlains, charged, luce Mercury, with great 
|jupiter’s missives. He showed me five of his epistles 
|which are not, it if true, at all like St. Paul’s, but 
|which really show all the . igns of having been dic- 
tated by an infatuated lover. He speaks to me of 
|nothing else but her and all that concerns her. I will 
5 not here enumerate the fetes and presents he is pre- 
paring for her, though he has told me the smallest 
^(details of them all. I shall confine myself to letting 
|you know his state of mind by repeating that he said 
fib me, that when he is married he will give peace 
|to the world and the rest of his time to ZaYre.’’ 
?(March 17th, 1810.) 

h 
ft , ,, 

To prove*to you how much his future wife fills 
the Emperor’s mind, 1 will tell you that he has had 
interviews with his tailor and his bootmaker so that 
die may be dressed with the utmost possible care, 
and that be is learning to waltz. These are things 
‘that neither you nor I would have imagined.” 
(March 27tlv i|iO.) 

if This is a Sfcnaparte whom we scarcely suspected, 
even after the copious documents of M. Taine. 
pMen are in reality more complex than we imagine, 
laid we must in future form in our minds a picture 
pf Napoleon as a waltzer. The two fragments of 
letters, just quoted, are more important as contribu- 
tions to the psychology of the great man than to that 
|>f; his sister-in-law. But they seem to us piquant 



?aiid of *h' ag^^WtuttiT "By 'thdr'^|c|t_ ^ ^ 

' contrast with the usually crave tone of Catharine*! 
^correspondence. 

The papers published at Stuttgart do not furnISj|| 
us with any document relative to the years 1816 and| 
1 8 1 1. Up to the date of January 17th, 18 12, nothing^ 
(Catherine attests it solemnly) had yet “ altered thffg 
repose and happiness ” of her home. But the dayfl 
of her royalty were already numbered. S 

The Emperor was meditating the Russian cam-fj 
paign and preparing both the ruin of his own Empirfif 
and that of the little States which were its satellites'll 
Jerome had tried in vain to open the conqueror’s?, 
eyes to the difficulties and perils of " that gigantic? 
enterprise. Napoleon shut him up with a woxri^ll | 
“ I pity you,” he said to him. “It is^jutiras if? 
Homer’s pupil tried to teach him, ho#' to make? 
verses.” (Cf. Schlossberger, p. c.) 

When war was declared, Jerome was forced to go5 
to Glogau. Catherine anticipated this fresh separa 4 f 
tion. On February 24th she wrote to her father: ?$j 
“I shall be separated from the King. ... I shall 1 
have to go in fear both for a husband and for a brother.? 
However, do not believe, my dear father, that ini 
these circumstances I shall show myself either selfish? 
or weak. I feel too deeply how essential it is to the) 
fame of princes, and perhaps to their present and;; 
future existence, that they should show them-: 
selves at such moments and take an active part lift 
their cause, for me in any way to keep the King;:! 
back.” 

On May 17th she went to Dresden, arriving there! 
at the same time as Napoleon. She hoped to meet? 
her husband. ‘ ?*) 

“ Sire,” said she to the Emperor, “ will you njq|J 



|S^hja;profflfe hefe so that f mayhave an opportunity. 
&^\*ceiiig him ? ” 

; He replied bluntly : 

i;;,;'“Po you think that I will disturb one of my 
f generals for the sake of a woman ? ” (Loc. cit. p. 22.) 
^ Catherine relates this hard answer and adds : “ I 
IfebuM not conceal the tears that escaped me at, this 
greply.’’ 

Regent of Westphalia in the prince’s absence, it 
|Jwas not without misgiving that she accepted her lofty 
^functions. 

“ I wished to prove to the King by this submis- 
\ sion,” she sajs, “ that I desired nothing except what 
could be agreeable and useful to him. Here I am 
I'then, launched upon affairs, I who have always de- 
tested them. . . . This is the greatest sacrifice I can 
make for the King, for I love a tranquil, calm, 
^peaceful life, I adore reading, sewing, music, and all 
" a woman’s occupations.” (Loc. cit. p. 9.) 

*£ Her father, anxious because of the risks she ran, 
and already sfcretly inclined to separate his daughter’s 
j cause from that of the Bonapartes, urged her to leave 
Cassel and come to him. She answered : “ My dear 
"father, 1 shall always remember having heard you 
blame the hereditary Princess of Weimar for leaving 
' her country at the moment when she ought to have 
remained in it.” 

But events hurried forward. We reach the heroic 
"phase in Catherine’s life. 

The sixth coalition put an end to the kingdom of 
^Westphalia. Catherine left Cassel, never to return, 
;; on March 1 oth, 1813. At Leipzig, the W virtemberg 
| cavalry crossed over to the enemy upon the field of 
|battle. King Frederick, hitherto the vassal of France, 
|frad become her enemy. 



his daughter to follow the example of Marie LoutseS 
and separate from her husband. Policy, accord idg| 
to him, could loosen a bond which it alone hatfei 
forged. 

Catherine, indignant and resolute, made this pfou<$.| 
repiy : > 

. “hire, I will not leave the husband whom yotl! 
rgave me, now that he has fallen from his throne| 
1 have shared his prosperity. It is my part to shared 
his misfortunes.” $ 


She was then, along with her husband, a refugee- 
at Trieste. When Napoleon, having escaped fr&tt 
Elba, reappeared in France, and the eagle flewjp 
steeple to steeple, Jerome resolved to join his brMEer.;< 
Outwitting the surveillance of the Austrian aufho- 

C* 

rities, Catherine assisted him to flee in disguise. He 
managed to reach France, took part in the campaign:; 
of 1815, and was wounded at Waterloo. 

During this time, his wife remained exposed to the ; 
insults of an anxious and brutal policeyKwho went so/ 
far as to place ladders against her windows that they 
might be able to look into her house. Soon she 
was driven from Trieste, and found herself without a 
refuge, without knowing in all Europe where to lay 
her head, and was, moreover, being urged to sepa- 
rate from her husband. She thought of obtaining a 
refuge for Jerome and herself from her father. She 
obtained only a prison. What she suffered in the"' 
castle of Ellwangen made her wish a hundred times, 
for death. 

But exile, captivity, and persecution did not wear: 
out her fidelity. At least, she tasted, in the midst | 
of her trials, joys that had been denied her in her • 
days of prosperity. She had ardently desired to- 



the fir# 

i 8 14, and of a son, though he was destined . 
go survive her but a short time. She had two 
Ibther children: Princess Mathilde and Prince 

j&B^ eon - 

This l:fe, whose spring was so pure, and whose 
m limmer glowed with a generous ardour, did not 
«jr»ow the peace of a lengthy evening. Catherine of 

£ J '* 7 jjifteinkerg, whose health had always been delicate, 
:d of dropsy of the chest, near Lausanne, on the 
pnght between the 29th and the 30th of November, 
j|£;8, 35, in her fifty second year. Her last moments, 
.worthy of her^entire life, offer a spectacle of antique 
greatness. 

» At eigiit o’clock in the evening, the doctors 
jpeclared to Jerome that the Queen had but a few 
Ifiours to live. He sought her children, and brought 
gthern into their mother’s room. When she saw 
pw •’kneeling before her bed, Catherine, who 
Retained full consciousness, but who did not believe 
Jjhat death was*so near, asked what was this blessing 
fwhich they asked from her. 

&. u it is advisable for you to bless your children 
^eyery evening,” said her husband, “ for misfortune 
i;is always possible.” 

|g Catherine understood by these words that her last 
foment was at hand. She blessed her children and 


Said calmly : “ I see that death is near ; 1 do not fear 
dt- What I have loved most in the world is you, 
llgrome.” And saying these words she raised her 
jjpfcband’s hand to her lips. 

j|g. She added : “ 1 am ready ... I should have 
pked to bid you farewell in France. . . Jerome 
;^hd her elder son remained beside the dving woman. 
Napoleon and Mathilde, the one thirteen and the 



ecttef- 

ing house. At ten o’clock Catherine i 
ness. At half-past two in the morning si 
ceased to live. Dying, she left behind her 1|, 
memory, the remembrance of a soul which al 
walked directly and loftily towards duty, 
she had two guides who, when they are unitecl^ 


never mislead — courage and love. 



ON BEHALF OF LATIN 


UR schoolboys have resumed their 
satchels, anu are once again studying 
sound learning in those halls where 
sc much ink has been spilt and so 
much chalk-dust scattered around 
the blackboards. The first day of 
iy . term is not generally feared. It is 

Hjyen more and more wished for as it draws nearer. 
IpThe holidays are long and idle. The reopening 
||anites comrades who have much to say to one 
fanother. In short, it causes a change. That alone 
Swould make it welcome. Young people like novelty. 
|We should lik£ it || much as they do if the unknown 
|jstill inspired us with any confidence. But we have 
|jearned to distrust it. And then we know that life 
bnever brings anything new, and that, on the con- 
trary, it is jve ourselves who give it its novelty when 
j.we are young. The universe is just as old as each 
f;df us. It is young to the young. It is clothed, for 
bfifteen-year-old eyes, with the tints of the dawn, 
pit dus with us. It is born again in our children. 
JWhich of us is not anxious about a future which he 
gpimself will never see ? For my own part, I follow 
ifthe fortunes of our classical studies each year with a 
§ajore eager and more anxious interest. Consider 
?jthis, that. our French culture is the noblest and most 
ipelicate thing in the world, that it is becoming 
^ H7 


to regenerate it are being made upon all sides;' 
in such a critical time, could one look withpip 
emotion at a little schoolboy going in the morningjf 
with his nose in the air and his books on his back* tq| 
his school. xll 

He is the future of the country, that poor little.; 
wretch ! It is with anguish I try to foresee wheth«| 
he will keep alive the flame that has lighted thfl§ 
world for so long, or whether he will allow it to bej 
extinguished. I tremble for our humanities. They| 
form men ; they teach them how to think. Somerj 
have wished them to do more, to have a direct and;? 
immediate utility. They have wished education to3 
remain liberal and yet to become practical. Syllabuses; 
have been loaded like guns for some ferocious combat^ 
They have been stuffed with facts, facts, facts. AtM 
inconceivable rage has been shown on heh njfifpll 
geography in particular. i 

Latin has greatly suffered from this. ■ MSR’yj 
republicans are pleased with such a result, for they;,; 
believe that Latin was invented by the Jesuits.'??; 
They are mistaken. The Jesuits have never in- ; 
vented anything ; they have always made use of- 
everything. We have only to open Erasmus or ( 
Rabelais to see that classical Latin was established"? 


in the schools by the scholars of the Renaissance. ? 
The Superior Council of Public Instruction could i 
not come to a decision so easily. It wished ’to 

j /> 

give Latin its due. But the will of a Council, 
even of a Superior Council, is never very stable '< 
or very efficacious. Its energy quickly changes?! 
into acquiescence. People want us to believe that,! 
the best manner of restoring Latin is to. create a„| 
type of secondary instruction in which only living. j 



r studies will be saved as soon: as they share 
.y name of classics with rival > which, whnt- 
do, will never equal them in nobility, in 
grace, or in beauty. These are illusions 
j||hich it is difficult to share. 

: >f.In truth, the decline of Latin studies is terribly 
$tapid. Sixth-form pupils used in my time to read 
|>Tirgil and Cicero fluently. They used also to write 
fin Latin. 1 admit that they found a difficulty in 
Expressing their still half-awakened thought in this 

g anguage. One could not expect it to be 

ise. But I am told on all sides, and I see for 
, that this is no longer the case. At the head 
1 class there are still some young people who 
Jr Latin literature. But they are already 
Tegwled as our last humanists. The greater number 
iape^jecorriimr less arJ less interested in classical 
Istudie'. 


less interested 


classical 


Even if we must be saddened by this can we be 
|siarprised at it ?* Latin has departed from the world; 
|it tends to depart from the school. It is the decree 
;;qf fate. In the eighteenth century Latin was 
still the universal language of science. Science now 
fljjeaks French, English, German. Theology alone 
preserves its old idiom, but theology is strictly confined 
fwithin the compass of the seminaries, and the public 
mo longer gives ear to its disputes. Already the 
|>iace occupied by Latin in the syllabuses has been 
|jt^atly diminished. It has been stripped of its 
’ancient honours. These have been gradually taken 
$fyay from it, and its total disappearance is assured 
in? a future that is not far distant but which, 1 hope, 
W£;at least shall not see. 

'^However, mutilated as it is, it remains the back- 



amputated limbs various branches of science~n^^ 
been substituted. It does not appear that the- 
of the pupils have benefited by the change. 'Thd*|| 
has been in this respect a painful deception. For, a8| 
the methods of science are beyond the understand^ 
ings of children, they are kept to its nomenclature^ 
;*|yhich fatigues the memory without moving tffl 
Understanding. The elements of natural history 
when introduced into class-teaching have, in paj£j| 
ticular, furnished very poor results. 

“ It can safely be said,” observes M. H. de Lacaze^ 
Duthiers, “ that there are few professors examining for 
the degree o' Bachelor who have a very high opinibti| 
of the knowledge shown by the candidates either i jjj* 
physics or chemistry or natural history. ... As fc§ 
the Bachelors in Letters, it is of course possible that? 
many of them may have a good knowledge of natural 
history, but 1 confess that few of these are to bt| 
found among those whom I have examin^^ywhile? 
there have been abundance who art? witmflir such 
knowledge.” * 

* M. Lacaze-Duthiers adds : ' 

“ They are not merely ignorant ; they invent answers and prof) 
nouncc them with a cool audacity deserving another fate thaa£f 
pass. I cannot refrain from giving an example : 

w D. How do animals breathe r 


“R. By means of lungs, gills, and wind-pipes. 

“D. What is a wind-pipe r 

t( R. It is a tuft of little znlhslties fixed upon the end of an insert* s*noi0 ; 

“This candidate \va» accepted ; he scored the average for > 
pass — and he passed.” ' 

Without offending M. Lacaze-Dutniers, the young limb who 
gave that answer invented nothing. He returned to Alma Mat& 
change for her own sovereign. He gave her back the words she hud- 
given him. Only he did not return them in the brder he had 1 
received them. lie had heard too many, and they got mi red. 
in hi; head. 



[ more 


gjeoe 

^ r -..- . - 

Bn added to the programmes. The study 
^fflpng languages has been taken up more 
_efjously. In a word, an attempt has been made to 
*$ve a practical character to secondary teaching. 

;,r We must admit that it has not succeeded. Are 
r Bachelors of Letters any better armed For the 
^struggle of life when a few chemical terms have been 

E t into their heads? No. The elements of an exact 
enct are of no utility for tnose who do not pursue 
^ sir studies far enough to form a synthesis or to 
»|4raw some industrial applications from them. Hive 
-.they more experience because they learn universal 
Jfhistory from tne time of the cave-dwellers up to the 
presidency >>f M. Jules Grew ? I doubt it. History, 
it is taught them, is merely an insipid catalogue 
Jof facts ami dates. It would perhaps be better to 
Embrace le^s time, to keep to modern ages, and to 
dy these with all the circumstances which reveal 
ir spirit and life. But how is it possible to make 
life of a oA>pie known to children who do not 
Jfenow what the life of a man is ? I say nothing about 
geography, which for a long time was the object of 
|i|i& most superstitious hopes. It is only a great 
^science whe^ it absorbs several other sciences such as 
Ideology, miner aiofy, ethnography, political economy, 
ptc. &c., and it is not in this fashion that it is taught 
ftp ‘the secondary schools. In them it becomes a long 
pnd ’sterile exercise for the memory. Amidst all 
U|iese new notions 1 hardly see anything except 
the study of living languages which has a practical 
interest. It cannot be denied that it is an advantage 
ttf know English and German. This knowledge is 
fti^ful to the business man and to the legislator as 
SwH'as to the soldier and the scholar. But it is 



for that. 

No, the fine name “humanities,” which was giy^js|| 
it for a long time, enlightens us about its tru«pj| 
mission. It ought to form men, and not any on<j| 
type of man. it ought to teach how to think. M 
sensible man will be satisfied if it succeeds in thi|J 
and will not expect from it many other things 
well. ; -j;|S 

To learn how to think, that sums up the wholef 
programme of secondary education properly under*! 
stood ^ 

This is why I deeply regret the loss of the methods! 
by which Larin was formerly taught, for bv learning}; 
Latin in that way the pupils learnt something in-J 
finitely more precious than Latin. They learnt the! 
art of directing and expressing their thought. 

1 am struggling against necessity. Please excusej 
my vain obstinacy. I have a desperate love (dm 
Latin studies. I firmly believe that without them them 
is an end of the beauty of the French geniu||^ Latin?? 
is not for us a foreign language, it is l&nothefl 
tongue ; we are Latins. The milk of the Roman wolf! 
forms the best part of our blood. All those among ! 
us who have thought forcibly have learned to think in : 
Latin. 1 do not exaggerate when I say that a man , 
who is ignorant of Latin is ignorant of the sove-1 
reign clearness of speech. All tongues are obs*cure| 
beside it. Latin literature is more suited than any,, 
other to form the mind. When I say this, do ndfcj 
imagine that I am falling into an error concerning thej 
genius possessed by Cicero’s fellow countrymen ; I $e,0,j 
its limits. "Rome had simple and powerful ideas v ;bufj| 
not a great number of them. But it is becaii$e 




Plat very tact that she is an incomparable educator. 
/Since her time, humanity has concei /ed profounder 
Ideas, the world has thrilled anew by coming into 
pbntact with things. So much is true. It is also 
fijuite true that. to equip youth, nothing has the power 
'of Latin. 

r Look, at “ Hamlet ” ; it is an immense world. 
/'I doubt if ever anything greater has been done. 
But what is there fo r a schoolboy *o lav hold of in 

* it ? How can he grasp tho. e phantoms of ideas which 
/. are more impalpable than the phantom which wanders 

on the terrace of Elsinore ? How can he make 
clear to himself this chaos of images as uncertain 
as the cloud5 whose changing forms the sad young 
prince p' Jilts out to Polonius? All English literature, 
poetic and profound as it is, presents similar com- 
plexities and a similar confusion. I could say the 
/ same of German literature, at ary rate of those parts 
of it which have not been inspired either by Rome 
. or by F-ance. Yesterday I was re-reading Goethe’s 
“Faust,” the-> first part of “Faust,” in M. Cairn He 
, Benoit’s fine translation, which has just been published. 
It is a rich storehouse of ideas and feelings. It is 
more than that. It is a laboratory where the sub- 
stance of humanity is put into the crucible. Still, 
whatanufrio r offogs there are in this workof the most 
luminous genius Germany has produced ! We feel 
our way in it through tortuous bypaths, our glance 
blinded by meteors. It will never be a classic for 
us. Now, open Livy’s history. There all is ordered, 
luminous, simple. Livy is not a profound genius ; 
but he is a perfect pedagogue. He never moves us, 
\ and for that reason we read him without any keen 

• pleasure. But how regularly he thinks ! How 
^pleased lie is to show his thought, to examine all 
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■. the pieces of it, and to explain the part which each 
of them plays. So much for the form. As to the 
matter itself, what do we find ? Lessons in patriotism, 
in courage, in devotion, in the ancestral religion, in 
the worship of country. There is a classic for you 1 
I do not speak of the Greeks ; they are the flower 
and perfume of classicism. They have more than 
virtue ; they have taste ! I mean that sovereign 
taste, that harmony which is born of wisdom. But 
it must be admitted that they have always occupied 
a small place in the programmes for the Bachelor’s 
degree. 

And now Latin has been reduced in our schools to 
the same level as Greek. It has become no more 
than a vain shadow, the plaything of the lightest 
breath. 

Secondary education tends to strip itself mor&and 
more of that incomparable splendour which jt defwed 
from its apparent uselessness. Since suchffa trans- 
formation is necessary, since it corresponds to the 
change in customs, it is not very philosophical to 
lament it overmuch. If 1 am inconsolable, my 
reason condemns me. Nature is never on the 
side of the inconsolable. To fret over the future 
is always a somewhat foolish attitude for one 
to adopt. Nations have an instinct for what suits 
them best, and the new France will doubtless find 
the teaching which her children need. Yet we, if this 
selfish pleasure be allowed us, may rejoice that we 
have been among those called last of all to the 
banquet of the Muses, and we may murmur these 
verses of a learned poet, Frederic Plessis, although 
from a pious feeling we may refuse to believe in the 
entire fulfilment of the prophetic threat which they 
contain : 



*bN BEHALF OF LATIN i W$. 

u tts siicles rediront que, d’Athine et dc Rome, 

V An sterile Occident l’art fecond est venu, 

Et ceux qu'autour de nous la voix du jour renomme 
Periront des demain pour I’avoir m£connu. 

u Dans la route banale ou leur foulc s’engage 
Us trouvent la fortune et i’applaudissement ; 

Mais la noble pen?6e et le noble langage 
Par eux ne ceront pas foui£s impunement . 9f # 

# “The ages to come will repeat that fruitful art came to 
the sterile West from Athens and Rome, and those among 
us whom the voice of the day exalts will to-morrow be 
forgotten, because they ignored this. The hackneyed path on 
which they press in crowds leads them to fortune and applause ; 
but noble thought and noble language will not be trampled upon 
by them without taking their revenge/' 



AFTER THE HOLIDAYS 


SPEECH AND SOIL 




leaves. 


— HE first cold winds of winter are 

beginning to drive us back to 
town. The days are getting short 
and gloomy. While I am writing 
this, by the fireside, in a lonely house, 
I can see the red moon rising at the 
end of a glade now strewn with dead 
Everything is silent. An infinite sadness 


spreads out to the horizon. Farewell, ye long sunny 
days, ye luminous and tuneful hours ! FareweU, ye 
fields, and your untroubled rest ! Ffcrewell, ea®th, 
beautiful, flower-strewn earth, mother earth msm 
which we all come, and whither one day we shalUfall 


return ! 


On the eve of my departure, when boxes are 
already packed and bags fastened, I have, in this 
melancholy dwelling, but a single volume within my 
reach, and that a very small one. It is by chance 
that this little volume has remained here, upon the 
mantelpiece. Chance is my steward. To him I 
leave the care of my goods and the administration 
of my affairs. He often robs me, but he is a witty 
rogue — he amuses me, and I forgive him. Besides, 
whatever mischief he does, I should do still more. 


• “ La Vie des Mots.” Par Arsine Darmesteter. Delagrave, 

256 v 



pnyself. I am indebted to him for some excellent . 
^transactions. He is a servant full of resource and ^ 
iof a delightful fancy. He never gives me what I 

M do not get angry at this, remembering 
les of men are nearly always ill-advised, 

;y are never so unhappy as when they 
they ask for. “ Thou hast become 
says Creo’i to CEdipus, “only because 
'ays done t! y will.” Chance, my steward, 
mine. 1 have a suspicion that he is 
more initiated than i am into the secrets of des- 
tiny. I trust myself to him and I despise human 
wisdom. 

On this Occasion, at least, he has served me well 
by leaving within my reach this evening that little 
yellow volume which I had already read during 
the summer with a certain intellectual emotion, and 
which it in perfect harmony with my evening reveries, 
for it speaks of language, and 1 am thinking about 
the earth 

Do you ak.lc me why I associate these two ideas ? 

I will tell you. There exists an intimate relation be- 
tween human language and our fruitful earth. Men’s 
language takes its birth in the fields : its origin is 
rustic, and, if towns have added something to its 
beauty, dll its force is derived from the meadows 
where it was born. The thing which impresses 
and moves me most at the present moment is, how 
ruwd and peasant-like is the language which we all 
speak. Yes, our speech, like the song of the lark, 
comes from the cornfields. 

M. Arsene Darmesteter’s book, which, as I turn 
over its pages, helps me to weave these autumn 
reveries which lose their colour as I transfer them to 
paper, is a scientific volume worthy of a better use. 


of a more serious study. M. 
a linguist, gifted with a mind at once analytic' arid 
capable of generalisation, who rises by gradual stages 
to the philosophy of language. His severe and . 
powerful intelligence inaugurates a method and • 
constructs a system. 

The Darwin of grammar and lexicography, he 
applies evolutionary theories to words, and draws 
the conclusion that language is a sonorous matter 
which human thought modifies insensibly and con- 
tinually under the unconscious action of the struggle 
for existence and natural selection. This methodic 
study of his deserves to be analysed methodically. 

I leave that task to others, to M. Michel Breal, for 
instance. I shall not enter into M. Arsene Darme- 
steter’s profound and regular thought. I shall only 
amuse myself a little by playing around it. 1 am 
going to turn over the pages of his book, but as I 
do so I shall, from time to time, cast a glance towards^ 
the fields half covered by the night, which I am tj| 
leave before dawn to-morrow. f. 

Yes, human language comes from the soil — it 
retains its fragrance. How true this is of Latin, for 
example ! Beneath the majesty of that sovereign 
language we still feel the rugged thought of the 
shepherds of Latium. Just as at Rome the circular 
temples built of marble eternalise the memory and 
form of the old thatched and wooden cottages, so 
the language of Livy preserves the rustic images 
which the first nurslings of the Wolf have with their 
vigorous simplicity impressed upon it. The masters 
of the world used the words bequeathed them by 
their ancestors, the labourers, when they called the 
wings of their armies by the name of the horn of the ox 
or the ram (cornu), sections of their legions by the name 
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’’of the farmyard \eohors), and the unit* of theif 
cohorts sheaves of corn ( mantpulus ). 

And here is something that tells us more about the 
Romans than all the speeches of the historians. Those 
industrious men, who by toil raised themselves to 
power, employed the word callere when they meant 
“ to be skilful.” Now what is the primitive sense 
of callere? It is to have hardened (callous) hands. 
It is in truth the tongue of peasants which expresses 
the fertility of the field -nd man’s joy by the same 
word (leetus). and compares the maniac to the labourer 
leaving the field {lira, a furrow ; deliare , to be in 
delirium) ! 

I take these examples from M. Arsene Darme- 
steter’s hook on “La Vie des Mots.” French, in 
like manner, was born and moulded from the labours 
.of the field. It is full of metaphors borrowed from 
rustic life, and it is strewn with flowers of the fields 
and of the woods. And that is why La Fontait.e ? s 
fables are so full of perfume. 

Every dmller in the country is a sportsman or a 
poacher. It is impossible to live in the fields without 
going in pursuit of fur or feather. My colleague 
M. de Cherville, the author of “ La Vie a la Cam- 
pagne,” will not contradict me. Now, men change 
less thaif we think. There always have been in 
trance many sportsmen and still more poachers, and 
so the number of metaphors with which the chase 
fu.jiishes our idiom is large. 

M. Darmesteter quotes curious examples of these. 
Thus w'hen we say “ to follow any one’s footsteps ” 
{brisles) we unconsciously employ an image taken 
from the practice of hunting. The brisees are the 
branches broken off by the hunter so that he may 
know the place where the animal has passed. 



; r vON ' LIFE AND LETTEESl 

How many among those who ‘employ the word to 
excite ( acharner ) know that it properly means to let 
loose a falcon on the prey ? The chase has given to* 
current speech: “to be upon the watch” (a faffut) ; 
“bait” (amorce), what the animal bites ; “enticement” 
(appdt), what one gives the animal to eat to attract 
him ; “to disgorge” (rendre gorge), which was properly 
used of the falcon before being figuratively applied 
to dishonest financiers; “haggard” (hagard, faucon 
hagard), a falcon that lives in the hedges and has 
not been tamed, whence comes air hagard, a wild 
look ; “ simpleton ” ( niais ), properly a bird still in 
the nest. 

“Words,” s.^ys M. Arsene Darmesteter, “ wor^s 
retain the primitive impress that popular thought 
has given them. Generations succeed one ‘another, 
receiving from anterior generations the oral tradition 
of expressions, ideas, and images which they transmit 
to the generations following them.” Thus, when 
one has got the hint, one can read the whole history 
of France in a French dictionary. F remember a 
saying of M. Renan on this subject. We were talk- 
ing of the Merovingians. “The life of a Clotaire 
or of a Chilperic,” M. Renan told us, “ was not so 
very different from that led, in ovr time, by a sub- 
stantial farmer of La Beauce or La Brie.” Now, the 
etymology of the words court (cour), town (vide), 
constable (connelable), and marshal (marcchal) proves 
that M. Renan was right, for it shows us the mode 
of* existence of these long-haired kings. In truth, the 
Merovingian court, the corlem, was nothing but the 
cohorlem , or farmyard, of the Romans. The constables 
were the heads of the stables, and the marshals the 
guardians of the beasts of burden. And the king 
resided in his villa — that is to say, his farm. 
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‘‘All the misery of the Middle Ages,” says M. 

. Darmesteter, “ shows itself in the captive ( chetif ) — 
that is to say, in the captivum. the prisoner ( chetif y or 
wretched, in the Middle Ages, still means prisoner), 
lithe weak man incapable of resisting — in the serf, the 
slave, and in the butcher ( boucher ), he who sells the 
' meat of the buck (bow). 

“ We see feudalism declining with the vasselet or 
vaslet, the young vassal who degrades himself to the 
level of the modern valet, and the middle classes 
rising in rank with the humble miuiste or servitor, 
who becomes the Minister of State.” 

Every act. every institution of the national life 
has left its Stamp upon the language. We find 
in the French of to-day marks left there by the 
Church and by feudalism, by the Crusades, royalty, 
the common law and the Roman law, scholasticism, 
the Renaissance, the Reformation, the humanities, 
ph ilosop’iy, th: Revolution, and democracy. We 
can say without any exaggeration that philology, 
which has jus ^formed itself into a positive science, is 
an unlooked-for auxiliary to history. 

It is the people who make languages. Voltaire 
complains of this: “It is unfortunate,” he says, 

“ that in rggard to languages as well as to other more 
important matters, it should be the populace who 
direct a nation’s first steps.” Plato said contrariwise: 
; “The people is, in matters of language, a most 
excellent master.” Plato spoke the truth. The people 
constructs languages well. It constructs them full 
of images and clear, living and forcible. If scholars 
constructed them they would be dull and cumbrous. 
But, in compensation, the people does not pride itself 
:On regularity. It has no idea of scientific method. 
Instinct suffices for it. It is by instinct that it creates. 
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It does not add reflection to instinct. Thus the- 
most enlightened and most learned languages are^ 
tissues of inexactitudes and whimsicalities. Doubt-, 
less, all the facts can be brought under rigorous laws,* 
for everything in the universe is subject to laws, even' 
anomalies and monstrosities. The great Geoffroy 
Saint-Hilaire did nothing more than determine to 
the last degree of rigour the laws of teratology. It 
is none the less true to say that blunders and mala- 
propisms form a certain part in the confection of 
languages in general, and of that one in particular 
which Brunetto Latini reckoned the most delectable 
of them all. 

I shall quof two curious examples of this. 

Foie (liver) comes from ficus, which means fig, or,i 
to be perfectly exact, from a derivativJt«jQf ficus. 
How ? The most natural way in the wffl| The 
Romans, who, as was inevitable, became gourmands 
as soon as they were rich, liked foie gras prepared 
with figs, jecur ficatum, or ficatum alone. This latter 
word, ficatum , came to denote not only liver prepared 
with figs, but also simply liver. And that is how 
foie (liver) comes from a derivative of ficus. 

The etymology of truie (sow) is analogous, but 
even more curious still. Truie is the popular Latin 
troia, the name of-the city of Troy ! 

The Romans called a pig served up with stu|png 
made of the meat of other animals porcus troianu$\ in$ 
vulgar Latin porcus de Troia). This was a comic ■anal 
quite popular allusion to the horse of Troy, to that * 
machineyir/a armis f as Virgil says. Hence, from the 
restriction or absorption of the defined word by the 
word defining it, Troia alone came to take the mean- 
ing of stuffed pig [pore farci). Then, thanks to its 
feminine termination, it became feminine. Truui 
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(sow) is the popular form of Troia, of which Tfbie 
fepresehts the learned formation. 
fpTht caprices and errors of language are innumer- 
fable. And these caprices impose themselves upon 
jus, these errors could not be rectified. Scholars look 
at the matter wrongly ; they cannot remedy them. 
It is useless to know that we ought to say 1' endemain 
and Tierre ; we are compelled to say le lendemain and 
le lierre . 

, We speak in order to be understood. That is 
why usage is the absolute rule in matters of language. 
Neither science nor logic will prevail against it, and 
to express oneself too well is to express oneself badly. 
The finest words in the world are but vain sounds if 
jhey are n. c understood. That is a truth which our 
jyounger literature has not taken sufficient hold of. 
|£ven if the decadent style were the most perfect of 
Styles, it would still be of no value because it is unin- 
telligible. We must not refine too much nor sin 
from an excess of nicety. The Catholic Church, 
which carries jJ*e knowledge of human nature to its 
highest point, forbids man to mak~ himself an angel, 
from dread lest he should make himself a brute, 
rffhat is precisely what happens to those who are 
inxious to express themselves too subtly and to give 
too rare a f>eaiiry to their “ writing.” They occupy 
tnemselves with trifles and imitate the cries of 
animals. Language is formed naturally ; its first 
quality will always be naturalness. 
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PROCLAIM him .happy and to be 
envied. He is dead, but he lived a 
full life, he accomplished his task and 
erected his own monument. It is of 
M. Becq de Fouquieres that I am 
speaking. I had never seen him, yet 
how highly I rated and how much I 
envied that excellent man who was a man of a single 
book ! Once only , and then too late, was it given me to 
meet him. That happened at a little Norman water- 
ing-place where 1 passed the summer three years ago. 
He had the appearance of a soldier. As one saw him, 
with his vague glance, his drooping nustache, and 
his rounded back, one would have said that he was 
a dreamy and retired captain. The expression of his 
face disclosed a solitary, innocent, and generous tem- 
perament. He went about silently, with a touch of 
weariness, of melancholy, and of gentleness. He 
spoke to me tenderly, as to some one who had 
discovered ten unpublished lines by Andre Chenier., 
But his voice sank. He seemed even then- tol 
long for that final rest which he enjoys to-day. Per- 
haps he might not have seemed so languid had he 
not been accompanied along the strand by that 
excellent poet M. Jose-Maria de Heredia ; for M. de 
Heredia is all brilliance and resonance, he beams,- 
sparkles, and coruscates, without a moment's rest. 

264 * 
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But,, even without this contrast, it was evident 
k M. Becq de Fouquieres had come to a*i under- 
iiding with death. He had published the v/orks 
|Andre Chenier and established the text ex’ that 
et with as much exactness as lies within the 
inds of possibility. He had annotated and iPus- 
Ited that text and commented upon it in notes 
ad prefaces, as well as by a collection of docu- 
aents, and by letters addressed to M. Antoine de 
atour, M. Prosper Blanches. ain, and to M. Reinhold 
• Dezeimeris. His work was therefore done. Nothing 
retained him any longer in this world, and illness, 
which was approaching, did not in his eyes appear to 
be a very intrusive visitor. 

His life was a modest one. But Caesar, if we are 
to take him at his word, would have been satisfied 
with it. For M. Becq de Fouquieres was first in 
his own village. He leaves behind him the fame of 
a prince among editors. Do not misunderstand me. 
His domain was not that in which the great philo- 
logists, the M^uvigs and the Henri Weils bear sway. 
They are .scholars, M. Becq de Fouquieres was a man 
of letters. The text which he has reconstructed was 
a Frencn, almost a contemporary, text. But, as he 
himself rightly said, “ To reconstruct a text is 
always a delicate task upon which even the most 
practised minds may often be at fault.” The public 
has not the least idea of the trouble that is taken by 
a conscientious editor, a Paul Mesnard, for example, or 
a Marty-Laveaux or a Maurice Tourneux. One can- 
not verify exactly the text of one of Racine’s tragedies 
or even of one of La Fontaine’s fables without a great 
Amount of application and a certain intellectual endow- 
ment which cannot be acquired. Yet the “Fables” 
were printed during La Fontaine’s lifetime, and 
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Racine himself revised the complete edition of his' 
“Theatre” in 1697. Difficulties increase whep! 
we have to deal with the “ Essais ” of whi£h' 
Montaigne, at his death, left a copy that it is 
impossible either entirely to ignore or implicitly to 
follow. An editor’s sagacity is put to still more 
formidable proof by Pascal’s “Pensees” and Andre 
Chenier’s poems. These are, as everybody knows, 
scattered fragments, ruins of a peculiar nature over 
which chaos reigns in all its power, ruins of an 
edifice that has never been built. I have not to 
speak here of the zeal which M. Ernest Havet has 
displayed in giving order to Pascal’s" Pensees.” As 
for Chenier, he found in M. Becq de I<ouqui&res the 
most loving and faithful of editors. It was nothing ; 
less than his whole life which M. Becq de Fouquiere§| 
devoted to Andre’s glory. 

With the object of preparing himself for hijl 
editorial labours he not only studied th£ unfinished* 
works of his author, fragment by fragment, verjg 
by verse, and word by word, but hd'also followed 
him step by step through his earthly existence, and 
lived again the life which the poet had lived, that 
short though full life, so generously dedicated to 
friendship, to love, to poetry, and to country, that 
life glowing with manly virtue. He associated with 
Andre’s friends, the de Panges, the Trudaines, the 
Brezais. He loved the women Andre had loved ; , 
he formed attachments for those charming shades 
the Bonneuils, the Gouy-d’Arcys, the Cosways, the 
Lecoulteuxs, and the Fleurys. More than this, he 
shared the poet’s studies as well as his pleasures. 
The son of Santi L’Homaca had learned Greek, 
lovingly and, so to speak, naturally. He lived ip 
intimate cojfig$£rce with the Hellenic and also with) 
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the Latin muse. M. Becq de Fouquieres, following 
gjhe footprints of the young god, became the com- 
panion" of Homer and Virgil, of the Latin elegiac 
poets, the Alexandrine Pleiad, Callimachus, Aratus, 
.Meleager and the Anthology, and of Theognis 
and Nonnus. He did not neglect, either, the 
writers of little romances, the diegematists, he for- 
got neither Heliodorus of Emesa, nor Achilles 
Tatius, nor Xenophon of Antioch, nor Xenophon of 
Ephesus. He forgot nobody, with the one exception 
pf^Theodorus Prodromes, who composed, as per- 
haps you know, the “ Adventures of Rhodates and 
Dosicles.” M. Becq de Fouquieres failed here. He 
did not read the “ Adventures of Rhodates and 
Dosicles.” And it is precisely from this book, it 
is from Theodorus Prodromus, that Chdnier has 
borrowed one of his masterpieces, the “ Malade 

M Apollo, dieu sauve^r, dieu des lavrnts mysteres/ 5 • 

t M. Reinhold Dezeimeris pointed this out to him 
an elegant ai^ 1 subtle dissertation. In this we have 
a striking example and one worth meditating upon. 
We have, all of us, our Achilles’ heel. No matter how 
well we may be prepared for the task that devolves 
upon us, there is always a Theodorus Prodromus who 
escapes us. 'We must make up our minds not to 
know everything, since even Becq de Fouquieres him- 
self was ignorant of one of the sources of his poet. 

It vasin 1862 that this loving editor issued his 
first critical edition of Andre Chenier’s poems. Ten 
years later he issued a second, much improved and 
greatly augmented both in its preface and in its 
commentary. 

x : A little later, in 1874, M. Gabriel de Chenier 

. • “ Apollo, saviour, god of the learned mysteries.” 






published hisedition. M. Gabriel de Chfimerwas a 
robust old man. At eighty, he carried his head highj 
his athletic shoulders reared themselves above those 
of other men. His face was impassive, and his hair, 
had turned white, but his dark eyes flashed fire. 
He had peacefully grown grey in an office of the 
Ministry of War, and he seemed, like another Latour- 
d’Auvergne, to have come back from some army of 
which he had been the oldest veteran. One of my 
contemporaries, a young journalist whose name I 
forget, met him at Lemerre’s, the publisher’s, was filled 
with admiration for his vigorous old age, and took 
him for a man of the antique days. He rushed to 
his newspaper and excitedly proclaimed that he had 
seen Andre Chenier’s uncle. In reality he had only 
seen his nephew. M. Gabriel de Chenier was the 
son of one of Andre’s brothers, Louis Sauveur*, 
There was absolutely nothing Attic about the su pafely ’ 
old man. He had delayed the publication d pfflB ; 
uncle’s works for a long time, and he had a,d§Wdly ; 
hatred for those who had anticipate;! him in that 
task. He never called them by their names. He 
said the first editor to designate Latouche, whom he 
blamed equally for being a liar, a thief, and for 
having only one eye. “The first editor’s preface,” 
he said, “ is a romance.” And he said also : “ The 
first editor, who had been deprived of one eye, and 
who did not see very clearly with the other, mistook 
the reading.” 

He formally accused the first editor of having 
robbed him of Andre Chenier’s manuscripts. The 
death of this “ first editor” did not calm his hatred. 
It may be noted that he had complained of nothing 
as long as Latouche was alive. Let us be just.; 
Latouche showed no lack either of tactaor t>f taste ia! 
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tingAndre’s poems. If he made in the sacred 
some changes which rightly shock us to-day, 
piSd, upon the whole, good service for the then 
lOwn poet’s reputation, tut M. Gabriel de 
|£nier would not have his uncle touched. He was 
extremely jealous man. And as he was also very 
iimple-minded, he imagined that all those who occu- 
jfpied themselves with Andre Chenier were robbers. 

. There was not the slightest gradation in his feelings. 
£'He pursued the memory of M. Latouche and the 
f person of M. Becq d , Fouquieres with an equal 
hatred. He called the latter “ the critical editor of 
•1862 and 1872,” taking care never to designate him 
more expressly. He was in truth an irascible old 


Before publishing anything, M. Becq de Fouquieres 
had gone to see him. But at the first interview he 
had been treated as an enemy. 

“ That man smells of the pipe,” M. de Chenier 
had said as an explanation of his antipathy. As a 
'■matter of facr^he did not like tobacco, and from his 
youth onwards was certain that all smokers were 
. rakes and romantics. M. de Fouquieres, who wore 
mustaches, seemed to him to be both. M. de 
Chenier abominated the manners of the day. You 
could not'drive out of his head the belief that 
debauchery is a contemporary invention. He put it 
down to literature. Such was Andre Chenier’s 


nep'r cw. But, whatever he may have said, M. Becq 
de Fouquieres’ great fault in his eyes, the fault he 
Could not forgive, was that he had occupied himself 
with Andre’s poems. This became evident in 1874, 
when M. de Chenier disclosed his griefs in his own 
vhelated edition. He made strange complaints against 
* <4 the critical editor of 1 8 62 and 1 872.’’ For instance. 
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the latter having innocently remarked that AndrS 
Chenier had translated Sappho’s verses whilst he was 
at the College de Navarre, the irritable nephew fell 
into a regular rage. He replied, . disregarding 
Andre’s own evidence, that this was not and could 
not have been the case, and he added : “ It would 
no more have been tolerated at a school then than 
now tor a pupil to have Sappho’s poems in h^| 
possession.” 

M. Becq de Fouqui£res must have smiled 
at this reason which the old man put forw^ 
have perhaps a right to smile too ; tor I reatfSappho 
at school in a small volume of Boissonnade’lpedition, 
in which the poor poetess occupied very little space. 
Alas ! time has respected only a small number of her 
verses. I may add that that very volume afterwards 
passed, with the rest of my collection of the Greek 
poets, into the library of Father Gratry of the 
Oratory, a man whose ardent imagination fed itself 
both on science and poetry. As a matter of fact 
what could M. Gabriel de Chenier have thought 
about Sappho’s poems ? Did he by any chance 
imagine that those beautiful fragments contain some- 
thing that might have tarnished the innocence which 
young Andre was already leaving behind him ? That 
would have been a strange mistake. 

The quarrel between M. Becq de Fouquieres and 
M. Gabriel de Chenier will remain memorable in the 
history of the republic of letters. M. de Fouquieres 
had quoted the well-known saying of Chenedolld : 
“ Andre Chdnier was an atheist and liked being one.” 
The nephew replied with assurance: “Andr6 had 
too superior an intelligence and was *too will able to 
admire the wonders of nature and to comprehend 
the infinite grandeurs of the universe, fot Shy one* 
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except an enemy of the eighteenth-century philosophy 
to Suppose him to be infected with that infirmity of 
the human mind which we call atheism.” These 
words breathe conviction, but they prove nothing. 
It rggiains certain that the idea of God is absent 
j|ndrd Chenier’s poetry. M. de Chenier would 
'"the young uncle, whom he watched over, 
io be pious and chaste. He was scandalised when 
M. Becq de Fouquieres suspected that the poet of 
the “Elegies,’’ the erutir singer of “la Lampe,’’ 
had had mistresses. These suspicions were, how- 
ever, well founded. Andre himself says somewhere : 
“ I often gave myself up to the distractions and 
errors of a vigorous and impe f uous youth.” We know 
that the Camille whom he “ loved to distraction ” 
was nc other than the fair Madame de Bonneuil, 
whose property adjoined the forest of S6nart. Amdlie, 
Rose, and Glycere did not seem entirely poetic 
pbns any more than the fair and easy Engiish- 

Smen whose forms Andre has immortalised in 

le free Gr-.-^k epigrams. People spoke of Madame 

><de Gouy-d’Arcy, of fair Mrs. C . way, of whom the 
poet boasted 

“La paix, la conscience ignorante du crime, 

Et la sainte fiertd que nul revers n’opprimc.” * 

It seemed as if even at the foot of the scaffold the 
ardent and proud young man had been attracted by 
a oman’s beauty, it seemed as if at that moment he 
had cast longing iooks on that young captive, that 
Duchesse de Fleury of whom Madame Vig£e-Lebrun 
has said : “ Her countenance was enchanting, her 

* “ The peace, the conscience ignorant of crime. 

And the holy pride which no reverse wore down.” 
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glance ardent, her form such as we ascribe to V,ea#s^. 
and her intelligence superior.” >.. V ’ S 

But M. Gabriel de Chdnier declared, in a^one 
admitting of no reply, that neither Bonneuil nor • 
d’Arcy, nor Cosway, nor Fleury had been his^ 
mistress, that Amelie, Rose, and Glycere had neverff 
existed, and that the uncle, whose nephew he was,,; 
had been a very good young man. “ Because Andre, 
he says, “ may sometimes have taken his place at 
suppers at which his young college friends and 
beauties of easy virtue were assembled, because in 
his elegies we find traces of these exceptions to his 
quiet and studious habits, this is no reason for con-; 
eluding that his life was dissipated and given over to 
unbridled pleasures.” And, pretending to believe 
that “ the critical editor of 1862 and 1872” madeout 
Andre to be a rake, the serious nephew exclaims that 
he did this “ perhaps in order to explain and excuse 
‘the dissipations and wild orgies of our own days.” 
Is not that admirable ? And was 1 not right in telling 
you that this quarrel is destined for immortality ? 

After having with so much perspicacity discovered* 
the motive which influenced M. Becq de Fouquieres, 
his obstinate opponent adds : “ It has been asserted 
that Andr£ had been in love with a great number of 
women. . . . This, however, was not the case, and 
what proves it is the freshness, the vivacity, of the love 
which he expresses. A man surfeited with pleasures 
and satiated with mistresses has no longer so fresh, 
so ardent, and so fruitful an imagination.” What 
do you say to that ? . . . But he does not stop there. 
He hurls a final argument, which reveals his full ■ 
candour : “ Andre,” he says, “ had too much philo- • 
sophy to* abuse things instead of using them.” 

Becq de Fouquieres— need I say it ? — never believ$f|| 
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"so reasonable an Andre Chenier. He persisted' 
Fin regarding him as violent, spirited, extrava- 
;gant$ giving himself up unrestrainedly to every- 
thing that attracted his mobile and ready temper, 
ardent in love, in hate, and in work, full of life, of 
soul, and of genius. 

As for M. Chenier, he was not a man to draw 
back. The utmost h~ did was to admit that Fanny, 
the virtuous Fanny, had really existed, and that 
perhaps Andre had loved her. “ But,” he hastens 
to add, “ that love, :r love it was, was never a love 
such as we understand by the word to-day.” Alas! 
we understand it to-day just as it was understood 
formerly. The things of Jove are those which change 
the least. And if some young inquirer to-day asks, 
as Euripides’ heroine formerly asked : “ What then 
is love ? ” we must still answer her in the words of 
the poet s old Athenian womar : “ O my daughter, 
it is at once the sweetest and the cruellest of all 
things ! ” 

Th is, doubtless, is what M. Becq de Fouquieres 
thought. He was indulgent, tci he knew that men 
are worth anything only by the passions that animate 
them, and that there are no reserves of force except 
in strong natures. 

He had seen his god, his Andr£, beginning by 
scattering Haphazard the fires of his ardent youth. 
Then, calming and purifying himself each day by toil, 
reflection, and suffering, at last attaining, in some 
years, to the chaste melancholy of ideal love. For that 
was the feeling which, in the last months of his life, 
that modest Muse, the gentle hostess of Luciennes, 
the charming Madame Laurent Lecoulteux, inspired 
in the poet. 

• That lady, the poet’s Fanny, was, as every one 
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knows, the daughter of the beautiful Madame: 
Pourrat, whose grace and wit Voltaire had praised. 
Now, Fanny, to give her her name of love arid of 
immortality, Fanny had a sister, the Countess 
Hocquart, who lived long enough to bring* her 
evidence to the new generation. She has sard off, 
Andr6, whom she often saw at her mother’s and her- , 
sister’s : “ He was at once full of charm and very 
ugly, with large features and an enormous head.” 

This is precisely how he appears to us in the, 
portrait that Suv6e painted at Saint-Lazare on the 
29th Messidor of the year Two. But at the idea 
of that enormous head and those large features 
M. Gabriel de Chenier became furiously angry with 
Madame Hocquart, as well as with “ the critical 
editor of 1862 and 1872,” who had recorded the 
sayings of that lady. Without heeding a maxim oft 
the poet, who wrote on the canvas of his “ Art or 
Love” this consoling thought, “ Handsome' boys 
are often such fools,” the zealous ; nephew ex- 
claims against the calumny. “ Everybody knows,” 
he says, “that Andre was handsome!” And he 
tries to prove it by quoting these lines from a letter 
formerly written to him by Geaeral the Marquis de 
Pange : “ I knew your uncfel fWk saw his features 
again in you the first moment f'lobked at you.” 

Poor M. de Chenier was not capable of pro- 
ducing a good edition. To do that it is necessary 
to know how to doubt, and this is what he was most 
ignorant of, although he was ignorant of everything , 
in general. However, his edition is useful. It is 
rightly in request, though less because it is well,; 
printed than because it contains several unpublished* 
fragments taken from manuscripts preserved in thev 
family. M. Becq de Fouqijiires issued a . ,Ut||| 
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expressly to point out M. de Chenier’s 
plunders. He pointed them out with equal con- 
sideration and exactness. He shewed knowledge, but 
10 ill-nature. It was necessary for him to be unjustly 
Attacked in order for it to be known how perfect a 
jjentleman he was. In that, too, I esteem him happy, 
tie has not lived in vain ; he has left behind him 
rood editions of a great poet who was also an 
ixcellent writer of nervous and concise prose. It 
fas not sufficiently k;.own tha f Andr6 Chenier is 
to be reckoned, for his prose, among the great 
writers of the Revolution. Without M. Becq de 
Fouquieres this would not be known at all. M. Becq 
de Fouq’deres has realised the design which Marie- 
Joseph Chenier formed in the transient enthusiasm 
jpf his regret when he said eloquently : 

“ Aupr£s d’Andre Chenier, avant que de descendrs, 

J’eleverai !a tom be oil manqnera sa cendre, 

Mais oh vivrout du moins et son doux souvenir 
Et *a gloire et ses vers dictes pour ^avenird* * 

That monument, which M i ’e-Joseph did not 
raise, is at last finished — it is the twofold critical 
edition (“Poesie” 1872, “ Prose 55 1886). If, as 
M. Renan will have it, the spirits who have flown from 
this eartlf assemble according to their tastes and their 
affinities in the Elysian Fields, if they there form 
harmonious groups, then without doubt M. Becq 
dt, Fouquieres is at this moment conversing with 
Francois de Pange and Andre Chenier beneath the 
shade of the myrtles. Seated near them, on a 
marble bench, Fanny is playing with the child whom 

• “ Before going down to Andre Chenier I will raise for him a 
tomb which will not, indeed, hold his ashes, but in which his 
gentle memory and his fame and the verses he uttered for 
posterity will survive.” 
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she has found again. M. de Fouquifcres is asking 
the poet if the fragment which begins with the wordsi 
Proserpine incertaine is authentic, although M. G|briel. 
de Chenier did not admit it into his text, and he;, 
keeps begging for unpublished verses for a celestial! 
edition. For what could he do among the shades ; 
but edit ? It would be pleasant to think that things; 
were thus arranged in the place whither we are all 
going. Rigorous doctrines may perhaps contradict 
this ; but an excellent Academician who has a great 
love for books, M. Xavier Marmier, is inclined to 
believe that there are libraries in the other world. 



M. CUVILLIER-FLEURY 

CUV II TIER - FLEUR Y, whose 

funer?’. took place yesterday, had 
been engaged in literary criticism for 
longer than a man’s lifetime. Jour- 
nalism is honoured by his vigorous 
talent which he exercised over so 
lengthy a period. It is not enough 
for me to pay my respects to this honourable writer. 
I should like, if I had the art and the leisure, to sketch 
his portrait, for it is well, worth drawing. But I 
must be careful. M. Cuvillier-Fleury’s face was not 
one of thosn which the painter should hatter. The 
caresses of too soft a pencil would make it lose its 
character, and 'that would be a pity. He tvould have 
to he painted with broad strokes. His merit was 
solid, his charm was severe. He put dignity even 
into his playfulness. You know that he always 
refrained from the lighter graces and from too ready 
a smile. Perhaps he was sometimes less successful 
in defending himself against solemnity. 

However, he was neither melancholy nor severe. 
He was not a grumbler — far from it ; he was even 
inclined to optimism. He believed in goodness. He 
had, on various subjects, all the certainty of a pro- 
fessor, which, whatever may be said, is as firm as a 
tthapcoal-burner’s faith. He desired to be just, and he 
jyas even able to be moderate, though he was extremely 
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attached to his own ideas and tastes. And this honest 
intellect was no narrow intellect. He did not cone's 
fine his criticism within the puerilities of the schools^® 
or amuse himself by literary trifling. He sought the?:" 
man beneath the writer. It was man he studied, mart?; 
as a social and moral being. For this reason his 
opinions obtained credit and have preserved their 
interest. The books in which he collected them, 

“ Posthumes et Revenants ’’ and “ Etudes et Por- 
traits,” read very well even to-day. I made the 
experiment this morning, and turned with pleasure 
to the studies whi.h, more than fifteen years ago, 
M. Cuvillier-Fleury devoted to the characters of the 
eighteenth century — to the delightful Chevalier de 
Boufflers and to the exquisite Madame de Sabran, the 
most circumspect of tender souls ; to Madame Geof- 
frin and her “ dear child,” the King of Poland ; 
to the Marecha Ie de Beauveau, in whom atheism 
assumed the sweetness of a pious hope; to Marjie§ 
Antoinette, towards whom M. Cuvillier-Fleury co mp s 
mitted only one wrong, that of regarding the letterS 
published by M. d’Hunolstein as genuine. BtflJ 
how could he have,, avoided that deception, since 
Sainte-Beuve himself was half deceived by it ? M. 
Cuvillier-Fleury’s are solid pages, and if they seem a 
little heavy it is because there is a great deal in them. 
When one is not empty it is not easy to be light. 
And if, during some ideal promenade along a flowery 
path, you suddenly lift your eyes and see, floating 
like blissful shades in the midst of the air, solid forms 
which bear signs of all the fulness of life, throw 
yourself on your knees and worship them, for they 
are divine. 

The critic's inspiration had no wings but it; 
walked straightly and firmly. There are many 
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■praiseworthy features in M. Cu vi 1 lier-F lc ury’s moral 
'* physiognomy. Among others, there is one which is 
ffluite original. And that is fidelity. M. Cuvillier- 
iFleury remained attached to the end to the ideas, 
'the friendships, and the adorations of his long-past 
youth. He did not desire that this constancy which 
.honours his life should be looked upon as a merit : 
“ I should think it very humble on my part,” he said, 

• “ to boast of that virtue, since I know of none simpler 
to conceive or easier to practise.” In 1830, at the 
period when he wrote a notice of Count Lavallette, 
his creed was already determined. Henceforth M. 
Cuvillier-Fleury was attached to the liberal monarchy. 

1 On the last page of the Interesting notice I have 
mentioned, we read a phrase that gives food for 
thought, although it is quite simple. It is this: 
“ Count Lavallette died full of days in the sixty-first 
year of his age.” The same man who expressed him- 
self thus at twenty-eight, said to me, a full half- 
century later,- when speaking of a candidate for the 
Academy wlu>, as the phrase runs, carried his sixty- 
four years : “ He is young.’' O terribly human 
contradiction ! O touching contradiction ! How 
natural it is thus to change one’s feeling in regard 
to men’s^ages and appearances ! He said what was 
true <jn both occasions. We all judge everything 
by our own standard. How could we do otherwise, 

• since to judge is to compare, and we have only one 
standard, ourselves ? And that standard changes 
continually. We are all the playthings of fickle 

; appearances. 

By that phrase, “He is young,” I understood 
» that M. Cuvillier-Fleury regarded me as a child, for 
■ I was pot sixty-four, nor even forty. As a matter 
|,'bf fact my youth astounded him. He never tired 



of saying to me: “What! you are thirty-six ! 
And with wide-open nostrils he seemed to breathe,; 
all the air of the time that was opening before meV' 
He enjoyed it too, for he loved life. As he held; 
me in great favour, he deigned one day to ask mjef; 
what I was writing at the moment. I was unlucky 
enough to tell him that it was my recollections. I ; 
said this to him gently, denoting by an inflection of : 
my voice how intimate and modest those recollec-; 
tions were. However, I saw that I had made him“ 
angry. “ Recollections ! ” he exclaimed in astonish- 
ment. “ At your age, recollections ! ” 

“ Alas 1 ” I replied, hesitating, “ may I not, flU 
down the impressions of my childhood?” 

But he would not understand anything, I said, 4|gf 
with a severity, the secret kindness of wjiich I 
not mistake, he went on : 

“Sir, the Academy would not be pleased to know; 
that you have any recollections.” f 

I confess that notwithstanding this I made a little 
book out of my recollections. c 

Several times afterwards I visited Ml Cuvillier-j 
Fleury at the house in the Avenue Raphael wMkre] 
he ended his long existence in modest anti becom-l 
ing repose. He was surrounded by recollections.; 
Nowhere else have I ever seen so many pifcgB.of 
furniture veneered with mahogany or so many IfPnd- , 
worked draperies. Everything at M. Cuvijfier-* 
Fleury’s, portraits, statuettes, what-nots, porcelain., 
lamps, fancy clocks, down to the little dog worked in- 
party-coloured wools which formed the covering of a! 
footstool, everything spoke of the reign of Louis 
Philippe, and the uprising of middle-class life that! 
then took place. 

M. Cuvillier-Fleury had become blind, but; .Jj§| 
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^njltitsed that infirmity with admirable constancy. 
pEje still kept in his warm heart a love of letters and 
^■ fondness for the things of the mind. On the 
Shrink of the tomb, and with his brow already 
^wrapped in eternal night, he spoke of the Academy 
ifwith a filial pride whose exp-ession melted one even 
Jvhen it made one smile. The visits of candidates 
^gratified his eight) -years-old heart. The little affa’rs 
j:of the Palais Mazarin delighted him. Well! ought 
not life to be made amusing to the end ? 

v/as a keen old man, and grew heated over 
Hnestions of literature and grammar. His conver- 
sation was based upon morals and history, had less 
of subtilty than vigour, and was interspersed with 
yfc&tin qiU'.ations given with a good-natured sim- 
plicity. He was ever ready to apply a line of Virgil 
to his domestic affairs, and asked for something to 
drink in a hemistich of the “zEneid.” 

'% His books, ranged around his room in careful 
"order - , formed a working library from which neither 
. the classics ngi collections of memoirs were absent. 

; One day, when he did me the honour to receive me 
in this room, he suddenly got up in the middle of a 
conversation of which his own recollections formed 
the chief part, and affectionately asked for my arm 
in order tlfac we might go round the room together. 

; He was then quite blind. I helped him to make a 
survey of his books. He would stop every minute, 
put his hand on a book and, recognising it by the 
: touch, designate it by its title. Suddenly his hand 
passed over the gilt edges of a “ Cicero ” which I 
Ostill see. It is a last-century edition in twenty or 
||rwenty-five octavo volumes. The copy was bound 
flu. fawn-coloured calf. As he caressed it with his 
■shaking fingers the old man trembled. 




• in' honburs "! ” he ' 

obtained it in 1 8 1 9. I was then in tbe 'sixtb form at 
Louis-le-Grand. I bequeath it to . . .” 

And he pronounced two names — the name of the . 
worthy comrade who was soon to close his eyes, and 
that of the prince whose master, and later on whose 
colleague and friend, he had been. 

As he spoke his sightless eyes were wet with tears. ; ; 
I was the only one there to see them. It touched 
me, for at once 1 saw all old men embodied in him. \ 
Do not the memories of our vanished youth come 
upon us with a sweet and delicious sadness in the • 
decline of life ? Happy the King of Thule ! Happy 
also the old critic of the Avenue Raphael ! Happy 
he who die., pressing against his heart the golden cup 
of the first loved one, or the hook that bears witness 
to a studious youth ! The relics of the heart and 
those of the mind are equally dear and equally/ 
sacred. 

It seems to me that this anecdote, little adorng$| 
though it be, would not be without its effect in thl|?. 
speech to be delivered at the Academy in honour of 
M. Cuvillier-Fleury. Possibly my want of study 
and of vocation may mislead me. But in any case it 
is with a willing heart that I offer it to the successor 
of the devoted Academician whom we bury to-day, 
to M. J. J. Weiss, for instance. 

* It is now known that M. Weiss was not elected. The" 
Academy lost an opportunity, though these are rare enough, of 
admitting a true writer into its body. 



M. ERNEST RENAN, HISTORIAN 
OF ORIGINS 


ERNES!' RENAN will give us next 
week tlm first volume of a “ Histoire 
d’lsrael,” which will comprise three 
volumes. This work will form a 
sort of introduction to his history of 
the “ Orisjines du Christianisme.” 
When it is published, M. Renan 
will have finished his vast enterprise. He will have 
investigated the profound sources of the religion 
wh^ch was destined to give sustenance to so many 
i$e|jjpies, and which to-day still shares with Buddhism 
"arid Islam th^ empire of souls. 

Whatever be the manner in which we approach 
the obscure beginnings of those great ideas which 
envelop us on all sides, and in which we are steeped, 
and whatever account we give of the elaboration of 
so high arf ideal, we must admit that M. Ernest 
Kenan* made no mistake regarding the nature and 
extent of his talents when he directed his mind 
towards such studies. The subject demanded the 
rarest and even the most contradictory of intellectual 
qualities. It required a critical sense always on the 
alert, a scientific scepticism able to defy all the 
; stratagems of believers and their simplicity, which is 
; mightier still than their stratagems. It required at 
same time a vivjd feeling for the divine, a secret 
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instinct of the needs of the human soul, and, sd.to 
speak, an objective piety. Now this double nature i$ 
found in an extraordinarily rich degree in M. Ernest 
Renan. Without belonging to any religious com- 
munion, he has his full share of religiqus feeling. 
Though he himself does not believe, he is infinitely 
apt at seizing all the delicate shades of the popular 
creeds. I may perhaps be understood when I say 
that faith does not possess him, but that he pos- 
sesses faith. Thus happily endowed by nature for 
his work, he has also prepared himself for it with 
thoroughness. Born an artist, he has made himself 
a scholar His youth was devoted to a fierce 
labour. For .tventy years he studied night and day, 
and he acquired such a habit of toil* that he cam 
accomplish immense tasks in his maturity wjth^aJK 
the calm of a contemplative genius To-day, every- 
thing is easy to him, and he renders everything easy 
to us. In a word, he is an artist, he possesses style 
— that is to say, he possesses infinite shades of 
thought. 

It must also be said tha\ if M Renin was fitted 
to write about the origins of Christianity, he came 
at a propitious moment I he woi k was prepared 
and men’s minds inclined towards the subject. 
Doubt had been born, and witn it curiosity. The 
philosophy of the eighteenth century ^had # freed 
men’s understandings, and had even penetrated into 
the Protestant theology The texts, so long held 
sacred, had been studied with a threat deal of critical 
ability in France, and with a great deal of knowledge 
in Germany. M Renan found the materials for 
his h ’story ready to his hand. The substance was 
there ; and since he is »an artist and a poet he gave 
to it fo-m and soul. 
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J AS a general rule it is imprudent to believe ip^he 
| : novelty of ideas and feelings. Everything has been 
?feaid and felt long ago, and oftenest we only rediscover 
.'the thing which we believe we have found. How- 
'..ever, it does seem that the scholars of our own 
time have a new faculty — that of understanding the 
£past and going back to distant origins. Doubtless 
*.in all times man has preserved some remembrances 
dand established some traditions. For a long period 
he has possessed recorded annals, and it is this, even 
more than the habit of wearing clothes, which dis- 
jpdrtguishes him from the beasts. He has rightly 
• said, “ Our fathers did this or that.” But the diffe- 
. rences which* there were between himself and them 
’impressed him only slightly. He readily lent the 
'appearance of the present to the most distant past. 
He was not sensible to the profound differences 
^brought into modes of life bv time. He pictured 
: to hbnselr the childhood of ..he world in the likeness 
•of its maturity. This tendency is strikingly shown 
fin the ancien * historians, especial’" T .ivy, who makes 
ihe rude shepherds of Latium speak as if they 
were contemporaries of Augustus. It is still more 
; strikingly shown in the art of the Middle Ages, 
which gave^to the Kings of ancient Judea the Hand 
.o^ Justice and the Crown, decorated with its fleur da 
lys , of the Kings of France. With Descartes the 
.human understanding crossed an abyss. None the 
Jess, our seventeenth-century tragedies, although’they 
Show a perfect knowledge of abstract man, are based, 
■even in Racine himself, upon the invariability of 
■habits and customs throughout the ages. i he 
Eighteenth century, although it concerned itself a 
i|jreat deal with origins, did net hesitate to depict 
a sort of Turgot and to invest Semiramis 
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with the royaj mantle of Catherine II. It seems that 
the true image of the past has been revealed to us by 
the great historical school of our own age. It seems 
that the sense of origins is a new sense, or at le&st 
a sense newly employed by man. The generations' 
that will come after us will perhaps say that we 
have had a very ridiculous and a very trite view of 
antiquity ; but it is nevertheless certain that in 
some respects we have created the comparative history 
of humanity. Fresh sciences such as ethnography, 
archaeology, and philology have had a great share in 
doing this. The men of antique times are seen by 
us to-day with a physiognomy, with a character, 
which ma; well be true, and which at least * 
approaches truth. And this sense of origins, this 
divination of a lost past, this knowledge of the child- 
hood of humanity, is possessed in the highest degree 
by M. Renan. He has shown it in all those parts 
of his work which border on legend and prese|ifc< 
primitive scenes which the sun of history has nSS 
illumined. With peculiar insight and with perfefflf 
tact he has discovered what lay submerged in tSft 
twilight of dawn. 

M. Renan has had full scope for the use of this 
art, this gift as I should like to call it, in the history 
of Israel, a history which we see springing in all its 
primitive simplicity from childish stories and rustic 
poems. His travels in the East have furnished him 
with authentic backgrounds for those pastoral or 
warlike scenes to which his artist’s intelligence gives 
form and feeling. I do not intend to speak now of 
his book. I only attempt to indicate the essential 
qualities of the historian, especially those he has k 
shown in a chapter already familiar, that of Saul tiid 
David. 1 cannot refrain from quoting the^portrait 
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M. Renan traces of the first King of Israel. It is 
an excellent example in support of what I Have 
just said. 

e [Saul] usually dwelt in the district of 
his birth, Gibeah of Benjamin, called, after him, 
Gibeah of Saul. There he led a family life without 
pomp or ceremony, the simple life of a peasant 
noble, tilling his fields when not at war, and in other 
. respects keeping aloof from all business. His house 
was of considerable size. At each new moon he held 
sacrifices and feasts in it, and at these all the officers 
had special places assigned them. The king sat with 
his back to the wall. To execute his orders he had 
(rdcim, ‘runners,’ similar to the Oriental chaouch 
of modern times. There was nothing else which 
resembled a court. His proud neighbours, who 
were, like Abner, more or less his relations, kept 
him company. It was a sort of nobility, at once 
rustic and military, which we find at the basis of 
monarchies that endure.” 

We are ^ar away from the obscure and noble 
Saul of tradition. How intelligible and clear the 
shepherd king has become ! And M. Renan’s David 
is still more interesting. Flow living he seems, with 
the grace of a young brigand, with the craft of a 
young cliieftain, the ingenuous cruelty, the poetry 
of a^nsavago. 1 thought as I read those subtle and 
vigorous pages how very amusing it is to live in a time 
like* ours, a time when one can compare the little 
David in a burnous of M. Renan with the majestic and 
pensive David whom the thirteenth-century sculptor 
shows us, wearing a long white beard, covered by a 
;; heavy crown, and holding the prophetic lyre in his 
Jhands. 

Yes* I said to myself, it. is interesting and pleasant 
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to live in a time when both science and pofetr^ 
find their account, when a broad criticism shows 
us in marvellous fashion the bud full of the sap 
of reality as well as the flower of the legend *in 
its full bloom. 



VIRTUE IN FRANCE 

HERE is in Athens, at the foot of 
the Acropolis, a charming little 
temple dedicated to Victory, This 
temple has on one of its sides a bas- 
relief representing the goddess en- 
gaged in loosening the straps of her 
sandals. She thus declares her in- 
tention of remaining among the descendants of 
j^Themistocies and Miltiades. But it is in vain 
that her feet are bare : Victory nas wings. The day 
which will see her fly far away from the Athenians 
is near at h^tid. No nation, even though it has 
been peopled by heroes, has ' "ng retained in its 
arms that bloodstained and faithless one. And why 
‘should she be constant? She knows that the 
moment she returns she will be forgiven. How- 
ever, the* Attic sculptor had in this conceived a 
beautiful allegory. I would like to imitate it in 
imagination and to give it a truer bearing. I imagine, 
not Victory, but Virtue, seated by some humble 
hearth in our land of France, and throwing off her 
travelling mantle as something henceforth of no 
use to her. In thought I place this figure as a 
..symbolic frontispiece at the beginning of M. Maxime 
tdu '.-Gamp’s new book. Virtue is doubtless of all 
^countries and of all ages. Her presence is necessary 
Vertu en France.” Far M. Maxime du Camp. 
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everywhere, peoples only exist through heh| bufMv 
is true to say that she loves the French, and that' 
their land is that which she loves the best. Virtue' !. 
she has been among us for a long time. I know no 
people among whom she has shown so much vigour 
joined to so much charm. She led our fathers 
by the hand, and to-day we follow her still. Yes, 
this very day ! ... It is useless to point to our 
scandals — we know that beneath that shameful 
surface there are in reality the military and civil 
virtues of a population which toils and serves. 
Praise is due to M. Maxime du Camp for having 
at the present moment written and .published a 
book on virtue in France, a book of examples, a 
simple collection of true stories. 

Everybody knows that for several years M. Maxime 
du Camp has made himself the annalist of contem- 
porary charity. He keeps the register of goodness 
with restrained emotion and perfect exactness. His 
works on philanthropic institutions are mode lsj^ ^ 
clearness and precision. He has seen everytmljw 
for himself, and it is reported that, the betterd®, 
observe what he wished to describe, he has more thari 
once joined the poor in their night refuges. A 
powerful attraction draws him to all the meeting- 
places of misery and charity. It is that attraction, 
allied with a true patriotism, that has driven him to 
write his new book, “La Vertu en France.” 

“ When I was a little boy,” he says, “ I read £ La 
Morale en Action,’ and 1 recognised that the annals 
of all times and of all peoples had to be examined 
in order to write that book. I asked myself whether, 
our own contemporary history — namely, that which 
begins with the century and continues up to our OTvh 
days- -would not afford a series of stories capable ’dr 
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.demonstrating that our own epoch, so often decried,' * 
is not inferior to past epochs, and whether it would 
not be possible to garner from it a series of facts 
•• analogous to those that had been formerly offered 
'for our admiration.” 

He sought and he has found. He has met the 
good Samaritan a thousand times upon our high- 
ways. He has discovered many obscure and beauti- 
ful actions, and he has related the finest of them. 
Yes, virtue is everywhere, in the fields and in the 
towns ; it runs through the streets of Paris. 

Make no mistake as to what we call by the name 
of virtue. It is the generous force of life. Virtue 
is notan imiocent. We adore divine innocence, but 
it is not of all ages and all conditions ; it is not 
ready for all encounters. It protects itself against 
the snares of nature and of man. Innocence fears 
everything, virtue fears nothing. Virtue can, if it 
bt necessary, plunge with a sublime impurity into 
jtheciepths of misery to console it, into every vice to 
recover it.* It knows what the great human task is, 
and that it is sometimes necessary to soil one’s hands. 
Inquin and a sunt manus (Hands must be stained). 
Warlike or pacific, it is always armed. It loads the 
soldier’s, gun and puts the scalpel into the sur- 
geon’s hand. It is thus that M. Maxime du Camp 
understands it. He requires it to be active and 
strong. It is indeed a morality in action that he has 
written. His predecessors, the Blanchards and the 
Bouillys, were but colourless apologists of sentiment. 
M. Maxime du Camp’s book, though intended for 
youth, is full of virile thoughts. 

If we attempt to draw comparisons between the 
humble and sublime actors in charity and devotion 
"who live again in this book we do not know to 
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wlom to live the palm, We hesitate ' between ‘"ffiev 
poor peasant who dies because of her incurable 
kindness, the sisier of charity, the noble-minded- 
servant, the sailor, and the soldier. Yet it is perhaps 
to these latter, it is perhaps to the soldiers and th&'j 
sailors, that belongs the honour of the finest and;: 
most painful sacrifices. Has not the heroic Gordon 
said : “ A soldier can do no more than his duty ” ? ' 
Listen to what M. Maxime du Camp tells us of 
Lieutenant Rellot, who perished amid the ice after ' 
unimaginable sufferings : u His brilliant action was 
not one of a moment's duration. It lasted for years 
without being abated by any apparent weakness. 
He held the honour of his nationality* and of his 
uniform so high that nothing could cool his courage. 
When in the month of May 1852 he came on 
board the ‘Prince Albert,’ after his three months 


of exploration, he wrote : 4 I had a hard apprentice- 
ship \o serve, and everybody here, except my$elf,> 
had known the fatigue of a similar journey, tvnilj| 
for me it was quite a new experience. How many 
moral torments did 1 not also suffer in addition 


to material difficulties ! But I kept these momentary 
struggles to myself, and no one can say that a French 
officer wavered where others did not fiaev 


These are examples capable of making the most 
sluggish hearts beat faster. M. Maxime du Ckmp 
was well inspired to retrace them with the sobriety 
and simplicity that become them. 

His book, as I have said, is intended for young 
people. When I finished reading it a thought came 
into my mind which 1 am glad to believe will not 
occur to young people. It is a melancholy book; 
I insist upon this. The great affairs of man and bfj 
life must be spoken of with entire sincerity. 
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address 

public. 

Now, what strikes one when one reads the actions 
•f ‘these men who devoted themselves to death, is 
the sublime powerlessness of their courage, the un- 
deserved sterility of their sacrifice. Heroism and 
•devotion are like great works of art — they have no 
ipbject beyond themselves. One could almost say that 
their uselessness makes their greatness. Men sacri- 
fice themselves for the sake of sacrifice. The object 
of the finest sacrifices is often imworthv, sometimes 
it is ^nothing at all. In the madness of a species of 
sublime egoism, charity resembles love. Without 
doubt virtue is a force ; it is even the only human 
jforce. But its fata! destiny is to he always defeated. 
It gives its soldiers the incomparable beauty that 
belongs to the vanquished. For a long time now, 
•virtue has been strking formidable blows against 
but evil is immortal ; it laughs at our blofcs. 
y|d,Tes. evil is immortal. Satan, the genius in whom 
the old theology incarnates it, will survive the last 
%an and remain alone, seated with folded wings, 
upon the ruins of extinct worlds. And we have not 
even the right to desire SatanA death. An elevated 
philosophy will not lament the eternity of universal 
evil. It wil!, on the contrary, lecognise that evil is 
necesfary. and that it ought to endure ; for without it 

He 

were not. 

meaning and would be quite unintelligible. Why r 
Because evil is the final cause of good, and good is 
the final cause of man. If, by some impossibility — 
jthe supposition need not alarm you in the least — if, 
|bj SOi|ie impossibility, evil should ever disappear, it 
i^ake away with it. all that makes the worth of 


man would have nothing to do in this world, 
would be as if he were not. Life would ha\e no 



294 ' ON LIFE AND LETOERS 

life, it would despoil the earth of its splendour: and 
of its glory. It would tear from it the tremulous 
love of mothers and the piety of sons, it ^ould 
banish knowledge along with study, and would 
extinguish the lights of the mind. It would slay 
the honour of the world. We should no longer 
see the blood of heroes flow, nor the tears of lovers, 
sweeter than their kisses. 

Amidst the eternal illusion that envelops us one 
thing is certain — suffering. It is the corner-stone 
of life. On it humanity is founded as on a firm 
rock. Outside it all is uncertainty. It is the sole 
evidence of a reality that escapes us. We know that 
we suffer, and we know nothing else.' This is the! 
base on which man has built everything. .Yes, it im 
on the parched granite of pain that man has^iirml^ 
established love and courage, heroism and pity, the 
chqir of august laws and the procession of terrible 
or delightful virtues. If that foundation failed 
them, those noble figures would all crash together 
into the abyss of nothingness. Hurrftmity has an 
obscure consciousness of the necessity of pain. It 
has placed pious sorrow among the virtues of the 
saints. Blessed are those that suffer, and woe to the 
fortunate ! Because it uttered that cry the Gospel 
has reigned over the world for two thousand ^ears. 

We said one day that it is possible to imagine our 
planet, our poor little earth, surrounded by thinking , 
but invisible beings.* The atmosphere may; in 
truth, be inhabited by creatures of too subtle an 
essence to come within reach of our senses. It is 
only a dream, but a dream has its rights. I like to 
dream of these aerial genii floating in the spaces of 
the ether. I figure them to myself as more intelli-. 

Sec pp. 161-2 of the present volume. 
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gent aiid gentler than the Elohim whom M. Renan 
:shows us scattered around the tents of nomad Israel. 
T would also have them less vain, less indifferent; 
'.less sportive than the thin shades with which ancient 
Greece peopled her woods and mountains. My 
rjgenii will be, if you like, angels, but philosophic and 
leiarned angels — that is to say, angels of an entirely 
new species. They will not sing, they will not 
worship^, they wili observe. Suppose that one of 
the naM ving on the side of a cloud, turns towards the 
^aj ar his eyes, more powerful than our telescopes, 
$Tnd looks upon the lives of men. There he is, 
examining us as Sir John Lubbock observes ants. 
This rational angel finds nothing to admire in the 
j^ppearance of the little beings whose movements he 
Tpilows. He is impressed neither by man’s strength 
'jflor woman’s beauty. We inspire in him neither 
ipking nor dislike ; ror his pure thought is as elevated 
above desire as it is above repugnance. As he scru- 
tinises our actions he will perceive that they are full 
of violence*and deceit, and he v;>4 be astounded at 
the multitude of crimes that hunger and love pro- 
duce among us. He will say : “These are evil 
little animals. By eating one another they treat 
each othef in the way they deserve.” But soon he 
will jperceive that we suffer, and all our greatness 
will be revealed to him. Then you will hear him 
mui mur : “ Tj?ey are born infirm, suffering, starving, 
destined to devour one another. And they do not 
all devour one another. I even see some who in their 
great distress reach out their arms to others. They 
console and support each other. By way of conso- 
lation they have invented the industries and the arts. 
^Fhey- even have poets to divert them. Their god 
01, defeated disease : they have created medicine, and 



im ON LIFE AND LETTEp 1 

'itHef em 
nature, 
evil. It 
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little, but it is their work. The earth is bad : it; 
is without feeling. But man is good because he 
suffers. He has derived everything, even his genius* 
from his pain.” ' ' 

That is how, it seems to me, an angel nurtured, 
on sound philosophy would speak. And he would 
carefully refrain, if he had the power, from extir- 
pating from this world the bitter leaven of its' 
greatness and its beauty. : * 

We should learn from him that we must know*, 
how to suffer, and that the science of pain is the 
only science (if life. His lessons would inspire us* 
with patience, which is the most difficult of heroisms, 
the one continual heroism. They would teat^fiis"' 
mercy and forgiveness ; they would teach us restgna- , 
tion, 1 mean that active resignation which consists ih 
always attacking evil without ever being enraged by ■ 
its invulnerable immortality. ** 

By this inspiration the humblest existences can 
become works of art far superior to the finest 
symphonies and the most beautiful poems. Are 
not the works of art which one realises in oneself 
the best? The others, that are projected outwardly 
on canvas or paper, are nothing but images, shadows. 
The work of life is a reality. That simple man of - 
whom M. Maxime du Camp tells us, that poor Old 
clothes-dealer of the Faubourg Saint-Germain, t^ho 
made his life a poem of charity, is worth mjjre , 
than Homer. 


ploy it as well as they 
Nature has made evil and that 
is they who do good. The good ia : - 



GEORGE SAND AND IDEALISM 
IN ART * 


NLif to uay do we realise ihe gap that 
JV. Caro’s sudden death left among 
us. M. Caro was cut off, full of life, 
in all the acti/ityof his intelligence. 
On the day after his death, in the 
first surprise, — may we be forgiven 
for it,-- we spoke of him as if he 
going to come hack to us again. We kert the 
.iffimiliar tone of the preceding day. We had m t 
the feeling of the irreparable. .That has come 
m us since. Henceforth we feel the less of M. 
Caro, and we’ shall feel it for a lon 0 time. We keep 
saying: u Who is there now to expound as he did, 
with luminous clearness, the new systems and the 
fresh theories ? Who will teach the profane ? Who 
will be tne npostle of the Gentiles? From what 
lips sjiall we seek the noble graces of philosophy? 
Nothing is more agreeable or rarer than an attractive 
' teacher. To teach with grace is a divine thing, and 
that thing has departed with him.” 
d We wc$e saying this to ourselves when a little 
book caniljko deepen our regret. Some days before 
plis death M. Caro completed a study of George 
tSaft<T for the Collection of Great French Writers. 

* u George Lainl.” 



Par E. Caro. 



studies on the lives, the works, and tH< 
the principal authors of our literature'. Each 
forms a monograph. The study on George Sand; ;w| 
M. E. Caro has just appeared. This volumeiife 
the fourth in date of the collection. A “ Victor 
Cousin,” by M. Jules Simon, a “ Madame de 
Sevigne,” by M. Gaston Boissier, and a “ Months-; 
quieu ” by M. Albert Sorel, have preceded it. 

“T Tgot,” by M. L6on Say, and “Voltaire,” by 
M. Fei dinand Brunetiere, are in the press. Others 
announced are : “ Villon,” by M. Gaston Paris ; 
“d'Aubigne,” by M. Guillaume Guizot ; “Rous- 
seau." .»> M. Cherbuliez ; “Joseph de Maistre,” 
by th. Viscount Eugene Melchior de Vogtle ; 

“ Lamartine,” by M. de Pomairols ; “ Balzac,” by 
M. Paul Bourget; “ Musset,” by M. Jules Lemaitre ; 

“ Saince-Beuve,” by M. H. Taine ; “ Guizot,” by 
M. G. Monod ; “ Boileau,” by M. Brunetiere, whoi 
is thus entrusted with two studies. Not that 1 1 
compla ; n of it, very much the contrary. 

One sees from these names, as well as ffom 
those of other volumes which are announced, that 
the directors of this literary enterprise have taken 
care to choose critics well prepared for their task 
by their tastes, their works, or their intellectual 
temperament. u 

If they asked M. Caro to write a study of George 
Sand they had good reasons for doing so. The 1 
spiritualist philosopher was wedded to the memory 
of George Sand as to the muse of his youth. 
The mere name of the author of “ Indiana ”, 
summed up for him days of delightful reverie, 
and of ardent discussion. “This name,” he 
us, “ represents many a generous passion, . many. 


atidacittes ■• t>£ thbiight, jiro^ 
f ' ‘ Vivi^iso^agediertts, and superhuman hopes, 
Ifeif. with the elegant torture of doubt.” In 
ig to mind his recollections he again feels the 
fift; and his book is a homage to the noble genius 
' Madame Sand. I*t is true that the author of the 
pd4g de Dieu ” had not the same ideas concerning 
ie family and society as the author of “L61ia”; 
it ideas are a trifle in the case of Madame Sand. 
Reeling, on the contrary, is everything, and one can 
Sdmire her without thinking with her, provided we 
feel as she ; id. 

The soul of this admirable woman is poured forth 
|fn her books spontaneously “like those pure and 
beauteous streams which flow without effort from 
fhatural springs.” Do not ask her what she thinks : 
|thought supposes reflection, and she doi s not reflect. 
f,She lets her friends think for her ; she receives their 
|idea:( ready-made, and she prefers to repeat them 
frs&her than to understand them. Her sole function in 


« rld is to express with an incomparable magnifi- 
he feeling for nature and the .mages of passion, 
sees nature well, for she sees it beautiful. 


Nature is only what it seems. It is in itself neither 
beautiful nor ugly. It is man’s eye alone which makes 
the beauty of heaven and earth. We give beauty 
to thyigs by loving them. Love contains the whole 
mystery of the ideal. M. Caro recalls very happily, 
’ in nis book, a charming feature of this great and 
artless lover of things, whose soul was in harmony 
with the flowers and the fields. “ Raising my hands 
to my face,” says George Sand, “ I breathed the per- 
, fume of a wild sage plant, the leaves of which I had 
t touched some hours before. The little plant was now 
/^doonpng on the mountain several leagues away from 
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me, I had not plucked it, I had only carried away 
its exquisite odour. How had it left it? What a 
precious thing perfume is, which, withoutcausihg tfie 
least loss to the plant from which it emanates, "yet 
becomes attached to the hands of a friend, and goes 
with him on his way to charm him and remind him 
for a long time of the beauty of the flower he loves ! 
Remembrance is the perfume of the soul.” 

She was in perpetual communion with nature, 
and could not inhale the fragrance of a wild sage 
without feeling in it the unknown God. Let us not 
be deceived by high-sounding words about art and 
truth. The secret of the beautiful is within the reach 
of little children. The humble sometimes divine it 
more quickly than the proud. To love is to beautify 
to beautify is to love. , 

Realist art is not a whit truer than idealist aft. 
M. Zola does not see man and nature jvith lhdre 
truth than Madame Sand saw them. He has only, 
his eyes to see them with, just as she had hers. The ’ 
witness which he gives is but the witness of an 
individual. He tells us how nature is refracted 
through his personality, neither more nor less ; but 
he does not know what the universe is, nor even if 
the universe exists. Naturalists and idealists are 
alike the playthings oi appearances ; they are both 
the prey of the idols of the Den. That is •what 
Bacon called the principle of our eternal ignorance, 
the ignorance to which the condition of man con- 
demns us, walled in as we are within ourselves as it 
we were enclosed within a rock, solitary and deceived 
in the midst of the world. Since, then, the witness 
that any one of us gives denature is no better 
that of any other, since everynmage of things 
form corresponds, not to the things themselves, Jbfut 
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to states of our own souls, why should we not pre- 
! ferably seek and enjoy appearances that inspire charm, 
beauty, and love ? Dream for dream, why not choose 
' the pleasanter ? That is wha^ the Greeks did. They 
adored beauty ; ugliness, on the contrary, seemed to 
them impious. Yet they had not the smallest illusion 
either about the reality of things or about the bene- 
volence of nature. The. Hellenes had, early in their 
history, a sad and disillusioned philosophy. 

I was turning o^'er the pages, this morning, of 
M. Victor Broc’nard’s excellent book on the sceptics, 
and in it I saw that scientific doubt, with its train of 
sadness and bitterness, held sway in the oldest ot the 
Greek schools. Intellectual Greece suffered, from 
childhood up, from the impossibility of believing. 
Its religion was only the pastime of its incredulity. 
This is perhaps the reason why that religion remained 
human and benevolent.. At least that charming little 
people did not increase their wretchedness by adding 
the impossibility of loving to the impossibility of 
believing* They had the wisdom to pursue beauty 
when truth escaped them, and beauty did not deceive 
them as truth did. 

, Beauty depends upon ourselves ; it is the sensible 
form of all that we love. It is a mistake to contrast 
the realist novelists with the idealists. People 
oppose the real to the ideal as if the ideal were not 
f he only form of the real which we can grasp. The 
truth is, the realists want to render life odious, 
while the idealists seek to beautify it. And how 
right they are ! What an excellent task they per- 
form! Then, is in mankind an incessant desire, a 
perpetual need for ornamenting life. Madame Sand 
has very well said : “ By a natural law, the human 
:immd cannot hinder itself from beautifying and 
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elevating the object of its contemplation,” In ord$r 
to beautify life, what have we not invented ? We 
have made ourselves magnificent garments for v^ar 
and for love, and we have sung our joys and our 
sorrows. The whole immense effort of civilisation 
has for its end the beautifying of life. Realism is 
quite inhuman since it wants to undo this work of 
the entire human race. It pulls off the adornments, 
it tears away the veils, it humiliates the flesh which 
was triumphing by spiritualising itself, it leads us 
back to primitive barbarism, to the brutishness of 
the caverns and the lake-dwellings. 

There may, perhaps, be a decadent pleasure in 
doing this. But it would be dangerous to enjoy it 
with too much self-will, for it leads to an irreme- 
diable grossness, to the ruin of everything which 
gives charm and grace to existence. Madame Sand 
was a great artisan of the ideal ; it is the reason 
why I love and venerate her. I am told that M. 
Caro’s book is well received by the public, and that it 
is being rapidly carried away from the arcades of the 
Odeon. So much the better ! We should have good 
ground for rejoicing if this success were the sign of 
a return towards idealism in art. 

I am also told that George Sand’s novels, too 
forgotten to-day, will yet find readers. I desire it. 

I would like people to read not only the wisest aftd 
the most tranquil of them, but also the most ardent, 
those of her first period, “ Lclia ” and Jacques.”* 
They doubtless contain a very audacious vindica- 
tion of the rights of passion. There is in them, as 
Chateaubriand said when he had grown old, an offence 
against uprightness of life. But had not the author of - 
“Rene” also sown burning words throughout the 
world ? Besides, what is the good of denying the 
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rights of passion ? Passion does not merely ask its 
share from society ; it robs it with the fury of desire 
and the calm of innocence. Nothing checks it; it 
has the feeling of its inevitable fatality. How could 
it be frightened? It gains additional joys from an- 
guish and uneasiness. Even religion has not availed 
against it ; it has merely given it one pleasure more, 
the pleasure of remorse. It is its own glory, its own 
happiness, and its own punishment. It scoffs at the 
books which eithe- exalt it or repress It. 

To exalt the passions is what the great poets have 
done long before the great novelists. Phaedra, 
Dido, Francesca da Rimini, Juliet, Eriphyle, 
VelFIa have preceded Lelia and the Fernande 
of “Jacques.” There may be danger, doubtless, in 
stirring up their fires. Where is there not danger ? 
And who can say, his day ended, “ I have injured no 
one ” ? But these feelings touch the generous sides 
of human nature. To treat of them is to glorify 
man in Ms saddest and most touching jovs. The 
novel tiut describes vice is far more fata; than the 
one which represents passion. Why? Because vice 
is easier ro suggest than passion, because it is in- 
sinuated slowly and noiselessly, because, in short, 
it is within the reach of vulgar souls. The romance 
of vice has never been written by Madame Sand. 
r Madame Sand was always quite convinced that 
the great business of men is love. She was half 
• right. Hunger and love are the two axes of the 
world. All humanity turns on love and hunger. 
What Balzac saw above all in man was hunger, that 
is to say the feeling for preservation and augmenta- 
tion, avarice, cupidity, material ambitions, privations, 
' fasts, indigestions, the pomps and grossnesscs of the 
flifesh. He showed with extreme precision all the 
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functions of the claw, the jaw, and the stomach, all 
the habits of the man of prey. 

George Sand is not the less great for having; 
shown us only lovers. Carlyle says, in a passage 
quoted by Arvede Barine, that “ the whole business 
of love is a miserable futility, which in an heroic 
epoch no one would give himself the trouble of 
thinking about.” Old Carlyle is very detached, 
for it seems that all nature has no other end than to 
throw two beings into each other’s arms, and to 
make them enjoy, between two infinities of nothing-, 
ness, the ephemeral intoxication of a kiss. 



“MENSONOES,” BY M. PAUL 
BOURGET 


u Converse imt much with the yoimg, nor with 
straiigers. 

“ Flatter not the rich : neither do thou appear 
willingly before the g r eal. . . . 

“ Be not famibarwith any woman ; but commend ail 
; v jod women in general to God. . . . 

“ Sometimes it fallcth out t h at a person unknown to 
us is much esteemed of, hom the good report given by 
others ; whose presence not'* It branding is i.ot grateful 
to the eyes of those who see him. 5 

‘'•The Imitation,” Took I., chap. vbi. 

'AVING read eagerly to its last page, 
but not w ; t^out dejectiot , M. Bour- 
get’s melancholy book, 1 immedi- 
ately glanced at that page in my 
“Imitation of Jesus Christ” which 
opens by itself, and 1 repeated with 
fervour the verses I have just tran- 
scribed. Each of these verses corresponds to a 
chapter in the new novel. Each of these maxims is 
a balsam and an electuary for one of the wounds 
which the able writer has pointed out. Is it not 
wonderful that the “Imitation,” written in an age 
of faith, by a humble ascetic, for pious and solitary 
souls, should be admirably suited to-day to sceptics 
and fashionable people ? A pure deist or a peace- 
ful atheist can make it his bedside book. Further, 

30c 
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I myself feel that this delightful writing can be 
appreciated better, at least in some of its parts, by. 
those who doubt or deny than by those who believe, 
and worship. In truth, the lonely monk, whose 
work it is, joined to his celestial hopes a human 
prudence which the man of little faith is particu- 
larly fitted to enjoy. He knew life profoundly? 
He had penetrated to the secrets of the soul and of 
the senses. Nothing in the world of appearances 
amid which we struggle with cruel weakness and 
touching illusions was hidden from him. He knew 
the passions better than those who feel them, for he 
knew their entire vanity. His sentences are psycho- 
logical jewels before which adepts remain astounded. 
His book is the book of the best of men, since it is 
the book of the unhappy. There is no surer court-? 
sellor and no more intimate consoler. 

Ah ! if M. Paul Bourget’s hero, if the young poet, 
Ren^ Vinci, had read over every morning in his little 
room in the Rue Coetlogon, the eighth chapter of 
the “Imitation;” it he had steeped himseltVn the 
full meaning of these words : “ Do not desire to 
appear before the great. ... Be not familiar with 
any woman ” ; if he had sought his joy in sadness 
and his pleasure in renunciation, he would not have 
tasted the worst of all sorrows, the only sorrow 
which is truly evil, the sorrow which does nQt purify,* 
but defiles ; and he would not have endeavoured to 
die the death of the despairing. Rene Vinci is a 
poor young man, a poet twenty-five years of age, 
who successfully produces at the Theatre-Fran^ais a 
delightful farce, another “ Passant.” The world of 
foreigners and Parisians, the drawing-rooms where 
people talk and play comedies, in a word what is called 
the world,suddenly opened before this young celebrity,. 
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He threw himself into it with a childish ardour, and 
was immediately seduced by whac Pascal calls the 1 ; 
pomps or grossnesses of the f?esh. The brilliance 
of these luxurious existences dazzled him. Perhaps 
he was no great philosopher. I have heard people 
speaking lightly of him in this respect They ought 
rither to have pitied him. Luxury has an irresis- 
tible attraction for elegant and delicate natures. A 
friend of mine, born poor like Rene Vinci, was also 
admitted, when hr time came, into the assembly of 
, the rich and powerful. He looked at their luxury 
with a cold and impassive eye. When 1 congratu- 
lated him upon this, he answered : “I used to go 
to the Louvre and to cathedrals before I went to 
drawing-rooms.” But I should not quote my friend 
as an example, for he has a great fund of disdain. 
Rene Vinci is younger and more candid. A drop 
of white- rose perfume is enough to intoxicate him; 
he loves ad the luxury of women. If that is a fault 
forgive -him for it: he is in love and he suffers. 
Yes, h«* is in love with a Madame Moraines, of 
whom M. Buurget has drawn a terribly true portrait. 
We see her, we feel her, we breathe her, this woman 
with her delicate features, with her intellectual 
mourn, with her form at once refined and strong, this 
woman who conceals the araent richness of her nature 
l&neath the grace of an apparent fragility. We see 
her so well that we would almost quarrel over 
•this or that detail with the man who painted her. 
Every one of us would be tempted, I wager, to 
change something, a little here or a little there, the 
shade of hei hair, the colour of her eyes, in order to 
adapt this figure to some memory, or, at the very 
‘least, to some confidence. 

When I speak of a portrait, you will of course 
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understand that I mean above all a moral portrait, 
for the artist is M. Paul Bourget. This portrait is 
a true one, it is true with that great veracity wjiich 
at once attests itself. What do you say of this, for 
example? 

“ She belonged, doubtless by heredity, for she was 
the daughter of a statesman, to that great race *of 
people of action whose dominant trait is, if we may 
use the expression, the distributive faculty. These 
people have the power of exploiting fully the present 
hour without the past or the coming hour either 
troubling their feeling or putting a check upon it. The 
slang of the day has found a good phrase to desig- 
nate the special power of momentary forgetfulness ; 
it calls it getting through the traffic. (“ Mensonges,” 
p. 317.) Madame Moraines was perfect at* getting 
through the traffic. She had arranged her existence 
very sensibly, with an infatuated, credulous husband 
and a lover, old but elegant, selfish yet liberal, who 
helped to provide the luxury of the house. Between 
these two she made a small place for th« young 
poet, who had inspired in her an inclination at once 
sensual and sentimental. Ever since the evening he 
met her, Ren£ Vinci believed in the unalterable 
purity of Suzanne Moraines. He had still less doubt 
of it after she had given herself to him. She knew 
this ; she loved to tell a falsehood ; she deceived hirfi, 
and he was divinely happy. The falsehood of the 
woman one loves is the sweetest of benefits, as long- 
as we believe it. But we do not believe it for long. 
In every falsehood, even the subtlest, there are 
secret impossibilities which soon bring it to light. 
False words burst like soap-bubbles. In spite of all ?, 
her knowledge, little Madame Moraines was ignorant/ 
of one thing, and that is that you cannot deceive:* 
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those who truly love. They would like to be 
deceived, they ask to be deceived, and when she 
•whom they love, either from contempt or from 
jlcruelty, does not deign any longer to pretend, they 
asely beg of her the alms of a last falsehood. 
iThey say to her : “ For pity’s sake deceive me, lie 
o me> so that I may still hope ! ” But the wretched 
eings retain their fatal clear-sightedness even in their 
delirium. Rene Vinci soon knew that a falsehood 
had been told him. That saying of the ascetic was 
verified in his case : “ Sometimes it falleth out that a 
person unknown to us is much esteemed of, from the 
good report given by others; whose presence de- 

I stroys the good opinion we had formed.” Rend 
•'Vinci saw that he had been betrayed. And, as he 
•suffered greatly, he wished to deceive himself. “Who 
(| is there,” M. Paul Bourget then asks, “ who is there 
that can love and be betrayed without listening ;o 
that voice which reasons against all reason, which 
tells us to hope against all hope? Belief has come 
( to an end, fm.ci for ever. How 0.1c would like to be 
-able at least to doubt ! ” One day Vinci can doubt 
no longer. He becomes horribly jealous. Jealousy 
produces on us the effect or salt on ice — it accom- 
plishes witn frightful rapidity the total dissolution 
of our being. And, as is the case with ice, when 
one is jealous one melts into mud. It is a torture 
and a shame. We are condemned to the punishment 
of knowing and seeing everything. Yes ! to see 
verything, alas ! for to imagine is to see ; it is to 
|see without even having the resource of shutting 
ne’s eyes. 

Vinci was twenty-five — it is the age when every- 
ing’ is easy, even death. Certain of not being able 
id possess Suzanne for himself alone, he aims a 
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revolver at his own heart. . . . Reassure yourself, he 
will not die of it. The bullet passes through his 
lung and the doctors answer for his recovery r He 
will come slowly back to life. He will feel that he is 
weak. A great pity for himself will come over him. 
He will love himself in the melting manner of 
invalids, and he will love you no longer, Suzanne. * 
This book by M. Paul Bourget is a fine and 
scholarly study. Never before has the author of 
“ Cruelle Enigme,” though he has long been a 
philosopher and a psychologist, shown so great a 
talent for analysis. Do not forget that there are 
far more things in “Mensonges” than I have in- 
dicated. I have spoken only of Madame. Moraines, . 
for I am not here making a study of thfe 
book. 1 only chat, and chatting is a matte&i$of. 
chance. In “ Mensonges ” there is Colettejfi&ri 
actress of the Comedie-Fran^aige who inspires' a 
man of letters with a passion u based upoD&katred* 
and sensuality.” Above all, there are also in this 
book some observations of a stern reality. Doubt*^ 
less they are not new, and it is long since they We|e 
made for the first time. But does not each gene, lo- 
tion necessarily do again what those preceding it have 
done already ? What is life except beginning again ? 
Do we not all make, each of us in our own tiyn, the 
same saddening discoveries? And have we not a 
bitter need for a young voice, a new speech, to relate 
our sorrows and our humiliations r When M/Paul 
Bourget says : “ There are women who have a 

heavenly fashion of not perceiving the familiarities 
which we allow ourselves with them,” does he not 
once more unveil an eternal artifice? When he 
says : “It is a divine pleasure to women to repeat, 
with certain smiles, truths which those to whom they 
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say them do not believe ; they thus give themselves 
little of that feeling of danger which deliciously 
’ (ccites their nerves,” does he not felicitously renew 
precious observation ? When he says : “ The less 
linen deserve pity the more they love to inspire 

E does he not lay bare an important little bit of 
inine psychology ? 

■ His book, in which we hear the accent of in- 


litable truth, is despairing from end to end. One 

( istes in it somethin!? more hitter than death. It 
aves ashes in one’s mouth. That is why J went to 
le fountain of life. That is why I opened the 
Ifhitation ” and read its salutary words. But we 
10 not like to be saved. On the contrary, we arc 
frhid that we are being deprived of the pleasure of 
lining ourselves. The best among us are like 
fachel, who refused to he comforted. 



EXOTIC LOVE 


INETY-SIX years ago to^ayff young 
Breton nobleman who was visiting 
the tribes of the Creeks and the 
Natchez, beguiled his longings and 
vexations by toying with the haij* of 
two young Floridans whose copper 
tint, large eyes, and wild beauty ^re- 
mained thenceforward fixed in his dreams. That 
Breton was Chateaubriand ; out of his two Floridan* 
he made Atala and Celuta. It was thus that exotic 
love entered into literature. It is true that thr 
eighteenth century had already depicted Americans on 
the stage and in novels. We had had^ Alzire ” and 
“ les Incas.” Our philosophical writers had mace 
no concealment of their inclination for savages. But 
they knew little about them and made no pretence 
of describing them exactly. They were, in truth, 
only anxious to show the innocence of nature. 
Chateaubriand saw what no one had ever sefti before 
him. When he cast the enchanted glance of* a 
lover and a poet upon his two Floridans, he dis- 
covered a strange beauty. He was the first to infuse 
exoticism into poetry and make it ferment there, and 
in doing so he compounded a new poison which the 
youth of the age drank with delight. However, the 
two daughters of his dreams, Atala and' C^Juta,. 

* “Madame Chrysanthcmc.” Par Pierre Lctife' 

3iz , ’ ,J 
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are far |^rt being true savages. Those figures are 
given^d^sical proportions ; their bosoms are moulded 
acc<$^hjg‘ to the antique formula, and their utterance 
.*bpfrbws its rhythm from the verses of Racine. 
Atala, with her hands clasped upon her crucifix, 
follows, without difficulty, the long tradition of 
the tragic lovers of the Christian West. She has 
Spanish blood in her veins. And this noble blood 
has devoured tlg|t which How. from “ Simaghan with 
the. golden bracelets.” Beyond question she has 
betrayed “ the old ^enii of the cabin.” Such as she 
is she is adorable, but she is not a primitive being, 
sheds not a simple creature. 

It was reserved for Pierre Loti to make us taste 
to intoxication, to delirium, even to stupor, the acrid 
savour of exotic loves. 

*' It is a lucky thing for him and for us that 
M. P ierre Loti entered the navy and that he has 
^travelled a great deal, for nature gave him that eager 
land fickle temperament which requires a crowd of 
I’v^ges. She*gave him, moreover, exquisite senses 
|to feel the beauty of this amorous universe, t 
mple and comprehensive intelligence, and that rare 
rtist’s faculty which sees, hears, observes, and 
rystallises its memories. He was expressly fitted 
) bring to us fantastic beauty and strange delights. 
Lnd beyond question he has not proved false to his 
estiny, 

Pierre Loti’s women — Azyade, Rarahu, Fatou- 
rlye — are indeed true savages, redolent of the brute 
rnmal. We approach them as if they were an 
ftknown fruit. Loti loves them, he loves them 
ptfl a childish and perverse love that is infinitely 
fmtle and infinitely cruel. 

fThose unions of the daughters of men with the 
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sons of God which were overwhelmed by the waters 
of the deluge, were neither so impious norso fuIl'oF 
anguish. To marry Loti to Rarahu, the spahr to 
Fatou-Gaye, to unite white men and little yellow or » 
black animals, this is a thing which Chateaubriand 
did not fully imagine, when, in his melancholy 
flirtations, he loosened the dark tresses of the two 
Floridans who had three parts Spanish blood in 
their veins. 

For Fatou-Gaye is a true negress. She repro- 
duces the Khassonke type in all its horrible purity — 
the smooth and black skin, the dazzlingly white 
teeth, the two large jet-black eyeballs in unceasing 
movement. And the headdress is as strange as the 
type. The head is shaven except for five quite 
small tufts which, tied up and gummed, are planted 
at regular intervals from the forehead to the back* 
of the neck, and each of which ends in a coral bead. 
And the soul is in keeping with the rest — the poor 
darkened soul of a thieving and lustful monkey. 
If Fatou-Gaye is a regular savage, Ru.ahu is quijj^ 
primitive. Her flowery island of Tahiti is, as Loti 
describes it, a new Arcadia. Commander Riviere 
had less fondness for this New-Cytherea, for its 
fountains, its woods, and its women. He said they 
were all ugly. Perhaps he was not, like L$ti, a 
poet always on the alert. I will take good care not 
to look through the eyes of a disenchanted traveller 
as long as a poet lends me his magic glass. *Yes, I 
want to believe that Tahiti is still Arcadia, and I 
want to believe in Maori beauty. I persuade myself 
that Rarahu was beautiful as she bathed and sang 
in the fountain of Apire. And I see clearly that 
she was charming, when, to go to the temjde of* 
the Protestant missionaries at Papeete on Sundays* 
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she fastened in her dark hair, above he* ear, a large 
hibiscus flower, “ whose glowing redness gave a 
transparent pallor to her copper-coloured cheeks.” 
> And Loti married her, by advice of Queen Pomare, 
in the fashion of the country. And the story is a 
mournful tale of love. They did not understand'each 
other. • How can a white man read the tender gloom 
of a Maori’s thought ? There is a story that at the 
beginning of the present cent ury, there lived in these 
charming islands an Oceanic Dido, but a Dido re- 
signed to her fate, who died without complaining. 
That Dido had no Virgil. An unknovm poet wrote 
the following verses abou* her : 

• 

“ Cependant qu’a travers Pocean Pacifiquc 
Un Anglais naviguait, morose et magnifique, 

Dans un He odrramc ou son brick abordi 
Une rclne, une enfant qui sr nomnwit Ti-Da, 

Lui jeta ses colliers de brillants coquiliages, 

Prete a le suivre, esclave, en ses lointains voyages. 

Et, pendanr trente nuits, son jeunc sein cuivrd 
Ratfit d ’amour joyeux pres de Ph6tf adore, 

Dans demurs de bambou, sur la naue legere. 

Mais, a va At que hint cette lune si chbre, 

Pour Vabandon prevu, douce, d’nn ca*ur cgal, 

Elle avail fait dresser un buchcr de sandal, 

Et du Kick qui lofait, lui pale, sans surprise, 

Vit la itamme, et sentit le paifum Ians la brisc,” * 

* “ Asli splenetic and splendid Englishman was sailing through 
the Pa . ;£ic Ocean, from an island at which his brig touched, a 
queen, a child whore name was Ti-Da, threw him her collar of 
brilliant shells, for she was ready to follow him in his travels as a 
slave. And, for thirty nights , her tawny young bosom beat with 
joyous love beside lie r worshipped guest, upon the thin mat 
within the bamboo walls. But, before that dear honeymoon 
end,ed and the departure she foresaw took place, sweetly, and 
.with an untroubled mind, she built a funeral pyre of sandal-wood, 
and he, pale but unsurprised, saw the flame from his brig and 
<smelt the jperfume on the breeze.” 




XlaslRarahu was not 
lend with that tragic simplicity'/ Urn „ 
she survived her marriage with LotL t * < 
malady that ravages her race, she platted 
fresh flowers on the little head which deAth'- 
At tie end, she no longer had a home, an 
about with her her infirm old cat, who wore rings 
his ears and whom she tenderly loved. Ali^.j 1 ' 
sailors had a great affection for her although sh«4 
become skin and bones and she wanted them nil. 
was dying of consumption, and, as she had beguo^to 
drink brandy, her disease made rapid strides. n > 

Thus ended the little yellow creature who hid 
given to Loti the most precious thing in the WO^fd* 
the only thing that gives this unhappy life eno&pi 
value to make it worth living — an ideal 
What a charming and sad book this is ! Audi 
voluptuous and singular ! There is no love wi| 
dissonance. In vain do two hearts beat one agritast 
the other; they never beat alike. But in 
exotic marriages, hearts never, never boaf in unig 
Rarahu and Loti feel and understand nothing in 
same way. Hence an infinite melancholy. 

I am speaking here only of Loti and of his blade or 
yellow women ; I say nothing of his two great master- 
pieces, “ Mon fr&re Yves ” and “ Pecheur d’Islande,” 
which carry us into another world of feeliftg and 
sensation. And there is hardly time even to come td 
the latest marriage of Rarahu’s fugitive spouse. . YoU 
know that M. Pierre Loti married Mademoiselle 
Chrysanth&me for the length of a spring, before rite 
authorities at Nagasaki, and that forthwith dj^df 
that marriage he made a capital volume whic' 
this week from the house of Calmann-Levy; ; 
jealousy nor love troubled that peaceful 
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paper house'schd a grktt’Sic 
*thr^months with Madamq^ChrysanthS 
, jrre,'L©ti seems to be firmly convinced 
ti^tKpfaheia soul in a mousme s yellow body is the 
JMSt insignificant thing in the world. A mousmi 
|p|fa young person of the land of painted lanterns 
“Ind dwarf trees. Madame Chrysantheme is an 
fecOmplished 1 mousme. M. Pierre Loti finds |hor| 
fas mysterious as Rarahu, but infinitely less interest- 
ing. But, as he is not in love with her, he is hot 
curious to know her thoroughly. Once only, as he 
saw her in the evening praying before a gilded idol, 
fdoes he ask himself what this young Buddhist can 
f think of, if indeed she thinks of anything at all. 
f “ Who ‘could fathom,” he says to himself, “her 
ideas about the gods and about death ? Has she a 
soul ? Does she think she has one? Her religion 
\|s an obscure chaos cf theogonies as old as the world, 

■ preserved through a respect for very ancient things, 
land of more recent ideas regarding the blessed final 
^annihilation, imported from India by holy Chinese 
f tmssiofl&ries at the period of our Middle Ages. The 
bonzes themselves are bewildered by it; — and what 
can it all become when grafted upon the playfulness 
and levity of a bird and put in the head of a half- 
sleeping mousme ? ” 

# What give its special character and charm to 
M Pierre Loti’s new book* are its short, living, and 
moving descriptions : its animated picture of Japanese 
life, so tiny, so quaint, and so artificial. Lastly, 
there are the landscapes. They are divine, the 
landscapes Loti draws in a few mysterious touches. 
':How deeply does nature impress him! How 
he enjoys her, and with what sadness he 
ehends her ! He is able to see thousands and 




Wtt^aod of#ouds. He :iRj 

inraltiform figures which the universe 
;he knows that these figures, innumerable idlj&M 
Jance, really reduce themselves to two,-r-thel figll|re f ^ 
Jove and that of death. , ! 

,j This simple view is that of a poet and a philosophy/ 
por those who understand it properly the uhiverst 
*has but two faces. Seek all over the world, in i.t%\ 
mysterious woods, in its streams which murmur 
around their flowery isles in the white mist of morn- 
ing ; gaze from the height of the snowy mountains 
at the rosy dawn leaping from peak to peak ; wait in 
a shady valley for the peace of evening; behold 
heaven and earth — everywhere, in torrid or in frozen 
climes, nature will show you nothing but love atyfjl 
death. It is for this reason that it smiles on meii, 
and that its smile is sometimes so sad. 


THE END 
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more than a name Mo of thi oxfur ^rea Aether Ixndish artists u ere either wholly 
*brgotten or name t only in con net *u n 1 *h fa nt n s v t/h « / u) tfuy haul nothing to do % 
Mr li ea f e di±< o t.11 l ( eiard Da ri atti aistn in ^ cd hit pun tpul no? is from Mem* 
line i, « ttk 7 t h n they 1 e>t then t mfust i 


VINCENZO FOPPA OF BRESCIA, Founder or 

thf Lombard School, His Life and Work. By Constance 
Jocel\n Ftoulkes and Monsignor Rodouo MAjotCfl^jra. 
Rector of the Collegio Borromeo, Pavia. Based on researwmih 
Archives of Milan, Pavia, Brescia, and Genoa, and on tm|§froy 
of all his known works. With over 100 lllustr ltions, in 

Photogravure, and 100 Documents. Ro) il 4to jT^ iv^^^net 

*#* AV t omp let e / tye of * tncenj) 1 fpa has fit letn intien OH dtfiissfon which 
seems almost mexplmbie in if ext days cf c~ <r production in tM* pdf tier 0/ tno~ 
grapmes of pa niers, and of u jti s nla mg to it e ait of Jta y she cbjt t of ike 
authors of this b oh has teen to p>e ent a rue pit tun 0/ tffft matin s life based 
upon the testimony of fiends in Itu an ar ft es J / e au 4 J ots bar e uiuarfhed a large 
amount of neat material lelat n to / tffa ore tf tl e most ntrr*\hno Jol *s bought 
light being that he It c* f r 1 1 en*y *i fee year l n K er than tuts f murU supposed The 
illustrations wul tncluae snral pictures ty i 1 ppa niftier 4 ? unhmrx n in thi msU ty of art . 


MEMOIRS OF THE DUKES OF URBINO.. 


Illustrating the Arms, Art and Literature of Italy from 1440 to 
1630. By Jamfs Dlnmstovn of Dcnnistoun. A New Kditinn 


edited by Edward Hutton, with upwards of 100 Illustrations. 
Demy 8vo. 3 vols. 42X. net. 


*** For many years firs i reat booh has been out *j pi 1 1 a It /tout h it stilt remains the 
chief authority uftn the buihyof Url no turn tie beginning of the fjieentk amtury* 
Mr Hutttn has tare fully tdi*cd the rvhole x\ ir k extin the text sui st anti ally the same, 
but adding a large num/er of neu n>ie\, om tent and lejcrencex Wherever pogdfbU 
the reaaer ts directed to original sources / ery so*'* of ziorit has been eatd unde* 
contribution to illustrate the text and bit tun i af.hu » have been supplied on many subject** 
Besides these notes the book acquirer a nett z alue on a< count of the mass of lUustrettiOMfi 
which it now contains , thus adding a pictorial comment to an historical and critical mej^j 
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* ' W* TlfE DAYS OF S 
; Bf C^^tancr Hill, 

^3 Her Friends/ 1 “Juniper 
Street** etc With numerous Il]a$tr4u>|s 
and Reproductions oi Contemporary, , r 
(9 * Si inches V 2 ix* net* 

||e%;',I^TTERS OF TOC»^ ^ 

■fr ■ 'Edited and Annotated by Alexander Carlyle, ■;vitli>Nbtei ; ai[^> 
an Introduction and numerous Illustrations. InTwo Volumes* 
...Demy ^ v0 * 2 net. 

Pai&Sfm/ Gazette . — " To the portrait of the man, Thomas, these letter* do really add 
f-v , value; we can learn to resj>ect and to like him the more for the genuine goodness of his 
f / personality.” 

Literary WcrU . — “ It is then Carlyle, the nobly filial son, we see in these letters ; Carly lc,« 
the generous and affectionate brother, the loyal and warm-hearted friend, . . * ana 
&boveall, Carlyle as t he tender and faithful lover of his wife.” * , ■> 


Daily TcicgraM. — “Th, letters are characteristic enough of the Carlyle we know : very 
j^^IpKTwaml er.iertaining, full of extravagant emphasis, written, as a rule, at fever 
eloquently rabid and emotional.’ 


NEW LETTERS AND MEMORIALS OF JANE 

WELSH CARLYLE. A Collection of hitherto Unpublished 
Letters. Annotated by Thomas Carlyle, and Edited by 
Alexander Carlyle, with an Introduction by Sir James Crichton 
Browne, m.d., ll.d., f.r.s., numerous Illustrations drawn in Litho- 
graphy by T. R. Way, and Photogravure Portraits froiHahitherto 
unreproduced Originals. In Two Volumes. Demy net. 

Westminster Gazette . — “ Few letters in the language have in such perfclteo^jehe qualities ) 
which good letters should possess. Frank, gay, brilliant, indiscreet, troragftsdy clever, 
whimsical, and audacious, they reveal a character which, with whatever, 4wby of human 
infirmity, must endear itself to any reader of understanding.” L 

WorM . — “Throws a deal of new light on the domestic relations of the Sage of Che 
They also contain the full test of Mrs, Carlyle's hvsctoatmg journal, and her t 
1 humorous and quaintly candid ’ narrative oi' her first love-affair.” 


THE LOVE LETTERS OF THOMAS CAR* 

LYLE AND JANE WELSH. Edited by Alexander Carlyle* 
Nephew of Thomas Carlyle, editor of “New Letters and 
Memorials of Jane Welsh Carlyle/ 1 “New Letters of Thomas 
Carlyle/ 1 etc. With 2 Portraits in colour and numerous otheta 
Illustrations. Demy 8vo (9 x inches). 2 vols. 2 5-f.^nct. . r 

CARLYLE’S FIRST LOVE. Margaret Gordon— 

Lady Banncrman. Art account oi her Life, Ancestry •'•.'-ttiwlli 
Homes ; her Family and Friends. By R. C. Archibald. Wkh?? 
20 Portraits and Illustrations, including a Frontispiece in Colotli*v' 
Demy 8vo (9 x 5J inches), iox. 6 d . net • 




FfW : .■ ' OF THE ' NINE-' 

fey Houston Stewart Chamber* 

.EAU& 7>Ax&£ifeMUN3& > fmm k,r T,n..« T ™ TWiT A 


from' the German by John Lees, M.A., 
• ' XXLttiA ■ f Introduction by Lord Redesdalf,, 
G .C* ,- ' x < J*in.e!a i$). 3 2 j. net. 


^lEjjf^COF THE MARTYR KING: bang a ■* 

., detailed fecord of the Ian two years of the Reign of His Most 
Sacred SiSajeaty King Charles the First, 1646-1648—9. Com- bj 

piled by . Allan Fea. W-h upwards of 100 Photogravure 
Portraits and other 111 :.. trations, including relics. Royal 410* 
':%tOSS- Btet*.;';;. ! 

JSIr. W. H. SiMiti-MAWN in The Academy. — “The volume is a triumph for the printer and . 

publisher, and a solid contribution to Carolinian literatur 
Pall Mall Gazette.-#' The present sumptuous ^olrme, a storehouse of em ;u-nt associations 
. . com-' .as near to outward perfection as anything we could desire." 

MEMOIRS OF A VANISHED GENERATION 

1813-1855. Edited by Mrs. Warren ne Blake. With numerous 
IlLatmu ns. Demy two. i6r. net. 

■\ This uork fs cc,. t pi led /torn diaries a. id letters dating from the time of the Regency 
to the middle of i he nineteenth century. The ~<alue of Hie work Hes in its natural un- 
embeUisheeLMcttir* c r the life of a cultured and v nil-born family in a foreign cnsnrr :ime\t 
at a periodfo do.se f-> our own that it is far tess familiar than period _ much w remote . 
There is an atmi fhe't of Jane Austen s noveis air : ■ f ?c tires of Admiral x >:o * and his 
> * family t ana a la >yi number of well-known contemporaries are introduced into Mrs. Blake's 
Pages. 

THE LIFE OF PETER ILICH TCHAIKOVSKY 

(1840-^893). By his Brother, ModesTE Tchaikovsky. Edited 
&nd abridged from the Russian and German Editions by Rosa 
Nf.wmarch. W ith Numerous Illustrations and Facsimiles and an 
Introduction by the Editor. Demy 8vo. 7,. 6 d. net. Second 
edition. 

The Times.— * A most ilium mating commentary on T< baikovsky’s music.” 

^Iforld. — “ Ont of the most fascinating self-revelations by an artist which has been given to 
/ the woritl. The translation is excellent, and worth reading for its own sake,” 

temporary /TrcvVcr.— “The book s appeal is, of course, primarily to the musicloyer ; but 
*1 there is so much of human and library interest in it, such intimate revelation of a 
sing ularly interesting personality, that many who have never come under the spell of 
tbsJPathetic Symphony will be strongly attracted by what is virtually the spiritual 
autobiography of its composer. High praiso is due to the translator and editor for the 
■ ll bst^ ry skill with which she has j t epared the English version of this faacmatitu; work . . . 
There have been few collections of letters published within recent years that give so 
vivid a pi^ait of the writer as that presented to us in these pages." 
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A CATALOGUE OF 




CESAR FRANCK : A Study. TrandatxsS from the 
Preach of Vincent d’Indy, with an Introduction hy fto u Naw- 
I march. Demy 8vo, ys. 6^. net. . s i; 

*** T her * purer influence in modem mus'c than that of CJsar Franck. for mm. ** 
, years Tutored in every capacity .urr'e that of .v n j 




'* rooted in 


^fodnction* r™" r */*«** oarf "« 

>5' 7" ~ 1 ? °, C v tl0nS r ,/ in d remarkable rtgtucrxdionjftJu musical 

(9X 5i inches). t . The now famous “ Schet+CamYb**”'*, fif* 4 **?" pM V * » 
j,‘J curies fifth's and Vincent if Indy, is the dfci™ M ** fOTl 2fi4 ^.^ ** 
influence. A mong the artists who were in some sort his disciples u/ert"i,f tM pD u kas t- . 
Cnd/nVr. Gabriel Faure and the c>eat violinist Ys&yt. His Pupils include suck gifted 
son. Reports, akd <t Indy. This boo*, 


composers as Benoit, Augusta Hoi mis, Chaus sort, 


’ written with the det'otion of a disciple and the authority of a master, leaves us wii 
. a vivid and touching impression of the saint-like composer of “ The Beatitudes.*' 


tk 


H. T. Finck, 

With Illustrations. 


GRIEG AND HIS MUSIC. By 

Author of Wagner and his Works,” etc. 

Crown 8vo. 7 s. 6r/. net. 

THE OLDEST MUSIC ROOM IN EUROPE :< 

A* Record of ar Eighteenth-Century Enterprise $t Oxford. By 
John H. Mef, M.A., D.Mus., Precentor of Chichester Cathedral, 
(sometime Fellow of Merton College, Oxford). With 25 full-page 
Illustrations. Demy 8vo (9 x 5 J inches), ioj. 6 J. net. 


EDWARD A. MACDOWELL: A Biography. 

By Lawrence Gilman, Author of “Phases of Modern Music, 0 
“ Straus’s 4 Salome “ The Music of To-morrow and Other 
Studies,” etc. Profusely Illustrated. Crown 8vo. '51. net. 

THE KING’S GENERAL IN THE WEST,< 

being the Life of Sir Richard Granville, Baronet (1600-1659). 
By Roger Granville, M.A., Sub-Dean of Exeter Cathedral. 
With Illustrations. Demy 8vo. ioj. 6 J. net. 

Westminster Gazette . — “ A di>tinctly interesting: work ; it will be highly appreciated by 
historical students as well as by ordinary readers.” * 


THE SOUL OF A TURK. By Mas. de Buns*n. 

With 8 Full-page Illustrations. Demy 8vo. 10;. (V. net. 

*•»■* We hear of Moslem '‘'fanaticism " and Christian " superstition," out it is not easy 
to jlnd a book which goes to the heart of the matter, "i hr Soul of a Turk" is the 
outcome of seve ral journeys in Astatic and European Turkey , notably one through tfat r 
Armenian provhu.es, down the Tigris on a raft to Baghdad and aero *, the Syrian Desert 
to Damascus. Mrs. de Bunsen made a spC\ rat study o/ the various forms of religion 
existing in those countries. Here, side by side with the formal ceremonial of the village 
masque and the Christian Church , is the resort to Magic and Mystery. fc * ' 

THE LIFE AND LETTERS OF ROBERT 

Stephen Hawker, sometime Vicar of Morwenstow in Cornwall# 
By C. E. Byles. With numerous Illustrations by J* LEjfi... 
Pethybridge and others. Demy 8vo. ys. 6</. net. 

Daily Telegraph.— u . . . As soon as the volume h opened one tind* oneself in the prtMfWfr 
of a real original, a man of ability, genius and eccentricity, of whom one cannot kn6w 
too much. . . . No one will read thin fascinating and charmingly produced book without 
thanks to Mr. Byles and a desire to visit- -or revisit— Morwenstow.” ™ 


Jkf^QlRS, BIOGRAPHIES, Etc, ,13 

THE LIFE OF WILLIAM BLAKE. F*y A lexander ' 

Gilchrist. Edited with an Introduction by W. Graham Robertson. 
Numerous Reproductions from Blake’s most characteristic and 
remarkable designs* Demy 8vo. i :s. Gd. net. New Edition. 

Birmingham />«/.—** Notbinf seem* at all likely ever to supplant the C .d. ist biography. 
i? r ’ j^{®kurne> praised, a magnificently in his own eloquent essay oti lildce, and there 
snouia be no need now to point out its entire sanity, un., irstanding keenness if critical 
iniignt, anc masterly literary style. Dealing with one of the moil difficult of subjects, , 
tt r*iks among the finest things of its kind that we possess." 

GEORGE . "MEREDITH : Some Characteristics. 

By Richard Lr Gaujeknc. With a Bibliography (much en~ 
larged) by JoAn Lane. Portrait, etc. Crovoi 3vo. 5j.net. Fifth 
Edition. Revised. * 

. , v 

Punch. — “ AH Meredhhiani. must po*»e>s ‘George Meredith ; Some Characteristics,' by 
Richard Le Gailietine. This Lock is a complete and evellent guide to the novelist and 
the novels, a sort of Meredith ian Bradshaw, with pictures of the traffic superintendent 
and the bead office at Boxhiii. Even Philistines may he won ove»- by the olandLhments 
Of Mr. Le Galiienne." 

‘LIFE OF LORD CHESTERFIELD. An Account 

of the Ancestry, Personal Character, and Public Services of the 
Fourth Earl of Chesterfield. By W. H. Cra.g, M.A. Numerous 
Illustrations. Demy 8vo. 1 2 j. 6 J, net. 

Times.—'** It is the chief point of Mr. Craig’s book to show ihc sterling qualities which 
Chesterfield was at too much pains in concealin.g, to reject the perishable triviali zes of 
his c l and to exhibit as a philosophic • atesman. not inferior to any of his 

contempt -tries, except Walpole at one end o f his life, and Chatham at the othej.” 

A QUEEN of INDISCRETIONS. The Tragedy 

of G&tolinc of Brunswick, Queen of England. E>om the Italian 
of G. P. Cluuci. Translated by ^'derii Chapman, With 
numerous Illustrations reproduced from contemporary Portraits and 
Prints. Demy 8vo. 2U. net. 

The fMur Tsie/rufik,—* It could scarcely be done mvic thoroughly or, on the whole, in 
better ta^te than b here displayed by Promisor Cleiici. Mr. Frederic Chapman himself 
contributes an uncommonly interesting and well-informed introduction." 

LETTERS AND JOURNALS OF SAMUEL 

G RIDLEY HOWE. Edited by his Daughter Laura E. 
Richards. With Notes and a Preface by F. B. Sanborn, an 
, Introduction by Mrs. John Lane, and a Portrait. Demy 8vo 
(i) x 5 1 inches). iOj.net. 

Quthfih.—** This deeply interesting record of experience. The volume is worthily produced 
and eo'ijjdns a striking portrait of Howe.” 

THE WAR IN WEXFORD. An Account of the 

■^Rebellion in the South of Ireland in 1798, told from Original 
Documents. By II* F. 1 j. A^^hkelkr and A. M. Broadley, 
•Authors of “Napoleon and the Invasion of England,” etc. With 
numerous Reproductions of contemporary portraits and engravings. 
Demy §vo (9 X 5 jp inches). 12 s. 6 J. net. 



WE^E'dFST^l 

from the Italian dt ’^„ 

%F» Note bV 

VjMtat. l.H.eod 14 Eu^>#^Rt^fodgetfcn»&bB)it!i*CitlMa*ter*[ 
viwti #*0. 51. net, • *■ 

Dai/y N pna. — * Mb* V ikntrn* Hi*n?y hit gtvtu a mutt excellent Eneliih yemon of ibis 

■■* 'nvoiV k " 


"LADY CHARLOTTE SCH RE IB E R’S 

; JOURNALS ; Confidences of a Collector of Ceramics and 
Antiques throughout Britain, France, Germany, Italy, Spain, 
Holland, Belgium, Switzerland, and Turkey. From the Year 
‘1869 to 1 88 5. Edited by Montagus Guest, with Annotations 
by Egan Mew. With upwards of 100 Illustrations, including 
8 in colour and 2 in photogravure. Royal Svo. 2 Volumes. 
42/. net. 


WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY. A 

Biography by Lewis Melville. With 2 Photogravures and 
numerous other Illustrations. Demy Svo (9 x 5J inches). 25z.net. 

*f In compiling this biography of Tkaikcrav Mr. Lewis Met-'ille , r vho is admittedly 
the authority on tkc subject, has been assisted by numerous 1 'kae.krray experts. Mr. 
Melville t name has long been associated s < 'irk Thacke*a m > t not only as founder of ike 
Tinoar&It Club, but also as the author of '** The Thacko ay ('aunty" and the editor if the 
Standard edition of l backstay's toot (s and “ 'Thackeray's Stray Tapers." Tor many 
years Mr. Melville has devoted himself to the collection of Material relating to the life and 
xvork of his subject. He has had access to many new letters , and much information has 
come to hand since the publication of “ The Life of Thackeray. ' Sow chat every thing 
about the novelist is known, it seems that an appro r>t fate moment has atrd/eddor a ncio 
biography. Mr. Melville has also compiled a lit hegrafhy of Thackeray hutt runs to* 
upwards 1^00 items , by many hundred * more than contained r« any hsl/ict to issued. 
This section will be invaluable to the collet tor. That her ays speeches , including several 
never before republished, have also i-em mlietfed. There is a list of portraits of the 
novelist, and a separate index to the bibliography. 


A LATER PEPYS. The Correspondence^ of Sir 

William Weller Pepys, Bart., Master in Chancery, 1758-1825, 
with Mrs, Chapone, Mrs. Hartley, Mrs. Montague, Hannah ^gre, 
William Franks, Sir James Macdonald, Major Rcnncll, Sir 
Nathaniel Wraxall, and others. Eulited, with an Introduction and 
Notes, by Alice C. C. Gaussen. With numerous Illustrations. 
Demy Svo. In Two Volumes. 32/. net. 

Douglas Si.adkn in th-s Queen . — "This is indisputably a most valuable contribution to the 
literature of the eighteenth century, h is a veritable storehouse of society gossip, the 
art criticism, and the uwts of famous people." € 


MEMORIES OF SIXTY YEARS AT ETON. 

CAMBRIDGE AND ELSE WH ERE. By Oscar. Browk:*v 
M. A., University Lecturer in History, Senior Fellow and sometime 
History Tutor at King’s College, Cambridge, and formerly As$i$ftmt 
Master at Eton College. Illustrated. Demy 8vo (9 x 5 £ inches)." 
14z.net. - ' ' " ,M 
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RUDYARD KIPLING : a Criticism. By Richard 

Lr GaLuenne, With a Bibliography by John Lane. Crown 

Svo. 3/. 6c/. • 

Scotsman.-* “It shows a keen insight into the essential qualities of literature, ar.d analyses 
Mr. KipUftg’* product with the skill of a craftsman . . . the positive and '.utstarsduig 
merits of Mr* Kipling’s contribution to the literature of his time are marshalled by hts 
critic with quite uncommon skill." 

ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON, AN ELEGY; 
^ND OTHER POEMS, MAINLY PERSONAL. By 
Richard Le Gallunn'E. Crown 8vo. 4 s. 6 d, net. 

Globe , — “The opening Elegy on R. L. Sieveuson includes some tender and touching 
passages, ana has throughout the menu sin^ rity and clca nes-.” 

JOHN LOTHROP MOTLEY AND HIS 

"FAMILY : Further Letters and Records. Edited by his daughter 
and Herbert St John Mildmay, with numerous Illustrations. 

* Demy Bvo (9 x 5J inches). 16/. net. 

THE LIFt OF W. J. FOK, Public Teacher and 

Social Rcf umer, 1786-1864. By the late Richard Garni it, 
C.B., LL.D., concluded bv Edw/ru Garni.. t. Demy 8vo. 
(9x5! inches.) 16/. net. 

%• W. J. F01 was a pro* a net. r figure in public life from 1820 to i860. From a 
weaver's bey he /,.*« ame 3 /.P. for Oh Bam (1047-1862), and he win always be *-• member, d 
far his ass.'i *miioaOv.th South /’tan Ll-afel, where his L adicrtl opinions and jaiac as a. 
preacher >nd poi uiar orator brought him in contact with an advanced Citric of though tj <1 
Pec idee : tr wad the discoverer of the youthful Robert Browning and Harriet Martiueav* 
an i the J’icrtd of f S. Mill, Home, John Forster , Mac ready, elc. As an Anti-Corr 
J, ceil) he .swayed, by the power of hts eloouencc , enthusiastic audiences. ,1s a 

f fviiticia ttMte was the U*Vk<terMng champion of social reform a>-d the C‘.:< sc of oppressed 
natMtaiiues, his most celebrated speech icing in suf/'rt 'ns Bui for National Laura- 
iton.ffco, a BiR w;.,ch anticipated many of the feat u. <■ f the L ducat' on hiu o our 
enon time. He died in 1803. The present Life has been compiled from manuscript 
material e ; trusted to B r - Garnett ly Mrs. Brtdell Fox. 

ROBERT DODSLEY : POET, PUBLISHER, 

AND PLAYWRIGHT. By Ralph Straus. With a Photo- 
gravures amt 16 other Illustrations. Duny 8vo (9 x 5 ^ inches)* 
2 1 i. net. 

THE LIFE AND TIMES OF MARTIN 

• Pi. AKE, B.D. (1593-1673), Vicar of Barnstaple and Preben- 
dary of Kxeier Cathedral, with some account of his conflicts with 
the Puritan Lecturers and of his Persecutions. By John 
Freo-'kiok Chanti.k, M.A., Rector of Parracombe, Devon. With 
5 full-page Jllustiations. Demy 8vo (9x5! inches), lor. 6/4 net. 

WILLIAM HARRISON AINSWORTH AND 

-HIS -FRTENDS. By S. M. Plus. With upwards of 50 
V Illustrations, 4. in Photogravure, a vols. Demy 8vo (9 x 5 * 
inches)^ 3 is* n^. 


THE tPETiC^ft* , STANHOPES YORK- 

SHIRE* TROM The PAPERS OP avjsiacAroni 

AND HIS KINDRED. J 3 y A. M. W;’ Sraffiw^ A«thoi' of. 
M Coke of JJorfolk,” etc. With numerous II I u st rat\op8^reproduced 
^ from contemporary prints, etc. t vols. Demy 8 to." 52s! net. 

THE SPEAKERS OF TpiE H00SE O& 

. COMMONS fiA the . Earliest Times to ,t%*llfsent *Da^ ■; 

with a Topographical Account of Westminster at various Epoc&Wf 
4 Brief Notes on the Sittings of Parliament, and a Retrospect W 
the principal Constitutional Changes during Seven Centuries* JSy. 
Author Irwin Da sent, Author of “ The Life and fetters fef 
v John Delank,” “ The History of St. James’s Square,” etc*- TpjjihV. 
numerous Portraits. Demy 8vo. 2 1/. f * 4 

JUNGLE BY-WAYS IN INDIA: Leaves from 1 

the Note-book of a Sportsman and a Naturalist. By E. P* 
Stebbino* i.f.s., f.z.s., f.r.g.s. With upwards of 100 Illustrations 
by the Author and others. Demy 8vo (9 x 5! inches), xjt/. 6d*, 
"net. # ; v ; 

A TRAMP IN THE CAUCASUS. By Stephen 

Graham. With 16 full-page Illustrations. Deiqy Syo (9 | 5J* 
inches),, la*. 6 d. net. 4 4 ,,, 


SERVICE AND SPORT IN THE, §UpA¥? A, 

Record of Administration in the Anglo- Egyp$ah Sktdan. .With , 
some Intervals of Sport and Travel, By D. C. E. ff Ccjmyn, 
f. R.G. s. (late of the Black Watch). With 16 full-page II lustration# 
and 3 Maps. Demy Svo (9 x 5 J inches). 1 ■/. 6d. net. 

FRENCH NOVELISTS OF TO-DAY: I&auftce* 

B^rres, Rene Bazin, Paul Bourget, Pierre de Coulevain, AadMc* 
France, Pierre Loti, Marcel Prevost, and Edouard Rod. Bio- 
graphical, Descriptive, and Critical, By Winifred Stephens* 
With Portraits and Bibliographies. Crown 8vo. net. >f « 

7 As writer, who has lived much in A ran re, is thoroughly at </ tainted tssith Fpeneh 
life and tenth the principal current* »/ French thought The hook n intended to he a 
guide to English readers desirous to keep in touch with the hr\t p nr <e*ttday French 
Hction. Special attention is grven to the cc< Is s last teal, social, and intellect *etl pftdkems 
of contemporary France and their infuetu e upon the works of French novelist* efkodtay. 


MEN AND LETTERS. By Herbert Paui* 

Foujth Edition. Crown Svo. 5r.net. # t . 

%. 0 Mly Ferns.-* "Mr. Herbert Paul bas donr. scholar* and the reading ‘ 

1 "high service in puh?ts»bing this collection of his esiay*.*' V 


JOHN lAN^ THE BOD LEY HEAD, VIGO STREET, yi0iD0N t W. 




